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Qa there be, ye Powers above. 
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Courting I went to my Love 


CON TENTS. 


age 
168 


Ah Chloe! thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Preaſt 8 


Ah ! cruel bloody Fate 

Ah! luckleſs Cupid, art thou blind 
Ah ! well-aday muſt I endure 

A Maiden's ſoft wailings I now ſhall recite 
And muſt a faithful am'rons Swain 

Ariſe ſweet Meſſenger of Morn 
Ariſe, and hail the ſacred Day 
Ariſe, ye Sylvan Swains, ariſe 
Aſk me not how calmly I 
Aſk, thou filly Dotard Man 
As Chloe on Flowers reclin'd o'er theStreara 
As Chloe in the Garden ſtray'd 

As Chloe o'er the Meadows paſt 

As Damon on a Summer's Day 

As o'er the flow'ry Meads I paſs 

Aſſiſt me, Cupid, give me Wings 

At dewy Dawn 

At Deadof Night when Care gives Place 
Attend, all ye modern young Laſſes ſo gay 
Attend, ye ever tuneful Swains 

At laſt, my dear Chloe, reveal 

At length, too ſoon, dear Creature 

At ſetting Day and riſing Morn 

A thouſand diff rent Arts I try'd 

At the ſilent Fv'ning Hcur 

At the Cloſe of the Day 

A wake, my Love, with genial Ray 
Beauty and Wit, illuſtrious Maid © 
Bear me, yetuneful Virgins, where 
Beneath ſome ſpreading Beech 

Behold the ſweet Flowers around 

Be ſtill, O ye Winds 

Bleſt in Mira's Friendſhip, a fond Youth 
Blow on, ye Winds, deſcend, ſoft Rain 
Blow ye bleak Winds around my Head 
Britannia ſees brave William ſhine 

'By the Side of a Grove 
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Charming Chloe, look with Pity 174 F 
; Chloris, Darling of the Muſes | 110 =: 
Come, all ye motly Throng 112 91 
Come, all you young Lovers 33 1 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty 99 11 
Come, live with me and be my Love 64 1 
Come, Mira, Idol of the Swains 123 I; ] 
Come, Roſalind _ 46 1 
Crouds of Coxcombs thus deluding 127 ; 
Dear Collin, prevent my warm Bluſhes $2 | 
Dear Sally, thy Charms have undone me ibid, 1 
Emerg d from Winter's gloomy Scenes 115 - 
Fair is the, Swan, the Ermin white 134 : 
* Fair Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman | 81 
Faireſt Daughter of the Skies 65 
Faſt by the Margin of the Sea 185 
Fe ar not a gentle Swain who ſues 172 
Fill, fill, fill the Glaſs 196 
Fill me a owl, a mighty Bowl <9 
Florella firſt in Cltrms and Wit "Wy - 
Fly, Care, to the Winds 80 
For a Shape and a Bloom | 24 #9 
For ever Fortune wilt thou prove 64 4 
From Clime to Clime 68 
From ſcourging Rebellion „ 29 -. 
From ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love 37 
Gay Florimel of noble Birth | 151 { 
Gentle Youth, oh ! tell me why 138 ? 
Goddeſs of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink | 67 


Go, Role, my Chloe's Boſom grace 55 
Hard Fate! to ſigh, to ſigh in vain 


19% 
Hark, hark, o'er - the Plains how the merry Bells ring 40 
Hark, hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn 


Hark, hark, the Linnct and the Thruſh 159 
Hence, thog Deceiver | 


203 

Her Form upon my Soul's impreſt 122 

Fferoes when with Glory burning 159 

S Hither, ſweet Ulyſſes, haſte 145 

in Honeſt Lover, whatſoever 150 

BN How bleſt has my Time been 2 
How bleſt were Mortals would they kngw 43 


7% How few among the thouſand Pairs 
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CONTENTS. 
How happy ſeems that Ruſtic Boy 


How long, Eliza, muſt I languiſh 


How ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celadon, flow 


I envy not the Proud their Wealth 

If Beauty can alone invite 

If I was with Delia bleſt 

If Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart 
If you my wand'ring Heart wou'd find 
If you would keep your Damon true 


I love, Idoat, I rave with Pain 


Incomparably mild and winning 
In vain the Force of Female Arms 


In Woman's, the Joy of Man's Life conſiſts 


Jove when he ſaw my Fanny's Face 

I prirhee ſend me back my Heart 

I ſing not of Battles that now are to ceaſe 
I tell with equal Truth and Grief 

I wiſh and long for that which I 

Kind God of Sleep, ſince it muſt be 


| Lads and Laſſes 


Let me wander not unſeen | 

Let Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town 
Long had I borne of Love the Pain 

Love and Folly were at Play 

Lying 1s an Occupation 

Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 

Muſic has Pow'r to melt the Soul 

My Celia, unveil thoſe bright Eyes 


My Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray 


My Heart, ye Gods, how free my Heart 
My roving Heart has oft withPride 

My Time, O ye Shepherds 

Nature by Love when once refin'd 
Nature for Defence afords 

Nature for thee has cull'd her Store 

No Glory I covet | 

None know the Joys of fervent Love 
Not this blooming April Seaſon 


Now, Tyrant God, thy Rule give o'er 


O come, Lavinia, lovely Maid 
O Cupid, gentle Cupid 


Ot every Sweet that glads the Spring 


O good Engliſh Beer 
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Iv CONTENTS. 
Oh ! had I Juba's Lyre 
Oh'! how could I venture to love one like thee 
O Love, by thy Almighty Pow'r 
On a Day, alack ! the Day 
On the Tay's verdant Banks 
On thy fair Banks, oh ! Medway long 
Once more I'll tune the vocal Shell _ 
One of her Hands, one roſy Check lay under 
O would'ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 
Paſtora's come with Myrtle crown'd 
Phillis has enchanting Art 
Pretty Wanton, come away 
See, Daphne, fee, Florella cry'd 
See, Flora, how the new blown Roſe 
See, from the ſilent Grove Alexis flies 
See, Stella, as your Health returns 
She wept, the fair Arpaſia wept 
Should Love fincere devoid ef Art 
Soft Invader of my Soul ; 
So lovely are a Woman's Charms 
Some for their Forms I have deſired 
Spring renewing all Things gay 
Still to be neat, ill to be dreſt 
Strephon, with native Freedom bleſt 
Strephon, why that cloudy Forehead 
' Strephon, your Breach of Faith and Tru 
Te!l me, my Delia, tell me why 
Fell me not of a Face that's fair 
| The beſt a Scold can do 
The Bird that hears her Neſtlings cry 
The Card invites, in Crouds we fly 
The blitheſt Birds that fing iii May 
The brighteſt Bloom the Roſe diſplayt 
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The Charms with Beauty blooming ſhews 
The Terrible Tortures I ſuffer | 

The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt 

The Morning is charming, all Nature is gay 
The Nymph who does my Soul alarm 
The new-flown Birds the Shepherds ſiag 
The Parent Bird whoſe little Neſt 

The ſolitary Bird of Night 

The Village Lurcher idle ſtrays 


Page 159 
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The Fields and the Groves in freſly Verdure ſhone gay 21 


; CONE EM Tv. 


The welcome Spring return'd again 
There lives a Laſs upon the Green 
FTho' Baucis and I 

Tho' cruel Fate my Wiſh denies 

Tho' Women by frail Men are ſcorn'd 
Thcu calm-ray'd Spring 

Through the cool enamel'd Grove 
Thy fatal Shafts unerring move 

*Tis Liberty, dear Liberty alone 
Tis not the liquid Brightneſs of thoſe Eyes 
To Chloe's Wit, and Bloom, and Youth 

To fair Fidele's graſſy Tomb 

To Fortune give immortal Praiſe 
To heal the Smart a Bee had made 

To make the Wife kind 

To melancholy Thoughts a Prey 
Too plain, dear Youth, thoſetell-tale Eyes 
Too lovely Maid, withdraw thoſe Eyes 
To ſooth my Heart the Queen of Love 
To the Words that I fing, Fellow- ſubje&s at tend 
* Truſt not Man, for he'll deceive you 
_ View my Eyes, my lovely Charmer 
Vulcan, contrive me ſuch a Cup 

Upon a Summer's Ev'ning clear 

3 Was Nancy. but a rural Maid 

3 Weep not, my lovely Celia fair 

Welcome, myShepherd, O welcome to me. 
What Cato adviſes 
What means fair Chloe's mournful Eyes 

What Raptures do poſſeſs the Soul. 
What ſhall an injur'd Lover ds 
When heauteous fair Camilla deigns 
When bright Aurelia tript the Plain 
When Britons firſt at Heaven's Command 

When Celia diſplays her fond Charme 

When charming Mira firſt I faw 

When Chloe by your Slave purſu'd 
When Chloe ſhines ſerenely gay 

When, Delia, leaning on thy Breaſt 
J When fond you Damon's Charms recite. 
2 When firſt J fair Celinda knew 

"| When firſt I ſew Camilla fair 

When kere, Lucinda, firit we came 
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CONTENTS 
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When mighty Sol at Noon of Day Page 20 
When Jockey was bleſt with your Love and your Truth 43 
When Sappho ſtruck the quiv'ring Wire 175 
When Sol was at Reſt, 104 
When Spring bedecks the riſing Year 157 
When the bright God of Day 83 
When yonder cooing Doves retire 49 
When you for me alone had Charms 119 
When Chloe was by Damon ſeen 204 
Where now are all my flatt'ring Dreams of Joy 176 
Where-ever I'm going, and all the Day long 55 
Where the Light cannot pierce 95 
Where is Pleaſure, tell me where 102 
While all your Thoughts on Martia rove 139 
While in a Bow'r, with Beauty bleſt 203 
While Phillis 1s drmking 145 
While penſive on the lonely Plain 161 
While ſome for Pleaſure waſte their Health 71 
While Strephon on fair Chloe hung 114 
Who to win a Woman's Favour 111 
Why, Celia, doſt thou ſhun our Sex 92 

Why, Celia, with that coy Behaviour 4 
Why, Chloe, ſtill thoſe jealous Heats 133 
Why, cruel Creature, why {o bent 109 

Why heaves my fond Boſom 47 

Why ſhould a Heart ſo tender break 30 
Why fo pale and wan, fond Lover 152 
Woman, thoughtlels, giddy Creature | 207 
Ye Gods, I fooliſhly deny'd 194 
Ye Nymphs, whoſe ſofter Souls approve _ 143 
Yes I'm in Love, I feel it now 77-1 
Ye Shepheris and Nymphs 87 
Ye Swains that are courting a Maid 2 
Ye Mortals whom Fancics and Treubles perplex 121 
You bid me, fair, conceal my Love 53 
You ſay you love, and twenty more 46 
Young Damon ſighs and pines away 1 
Young Damon, once a Jolly Swain | 75 
Young Delia does her Flame repeat. 158 
Young Sylvia, ever gay and fair 107 


Leue, Plato, Ariſtetle | 207 
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SONG I. 

H! how could I venture to lo 

IS one like thee; 

Or thou not deſpiſe a poor 
Conqueſt like me! 


On Lords, thy Admirers, 
could'ſt look with Diſdain, 


| And tho' I was nothing, yet 
ÞiLy ully Pain. 


1 You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with Nonſenſe 


and Dreſs, 


4 | When real the Paſſion, the Vanity's leſs : 


You ſaw thro? that Silence which others deſpiſe, 


Th And, while Beaux were talking, read Love in 


+ Till, ünking together, together we're loſt ? *? 


| Oh vhere is theMaid that like thee ne' er can {Jah 
q W boſe Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of Joy; 

And when the ſhort Tranſports are all at an End, 
9 1 rom beautiful Miftreſs, turn ſenfibſe Friend? 


Tn vain could | praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Io nice for Expreſſion, what only we feel; 

In all that you do, in each Look and each Mein, 
1 * Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen, 


5 When [ fee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 
: I wonder, and think you a Woman no more z 


my Eyes. 
Oh! when ſhall I fold you ms kiſs all your. 
Ch: IMs, 
Till, fainting with Pleaſure, I die in your Arms; 
Thro' all the wild Tranſports of Extaſy tolt, 


| hy mad with admiring, I cannct contain, | 
ind Cog thoſe Lips, you graw Woman again. 
| B With 


42 

With thee in my Boſom, how can 1 deſpair? 

Til gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; 
PI] aſk thy Advice when with "Trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is belt. 

In all that I write I'll thy Judgment require, 
hy Taſte ſhall correct what thy Lovedid Inſpire; 
III kiſs thee, and preſs thee wull youth is all o'er, 
And then live on Friendthip, when Pafſion's no 
more. 


SGN 


E Swain; that are courting a Maid, 
= Be warn'd and inſtrudted by me:; 

Tho' ſmall Experience I've had. 
'1lgive you good Counſel and free. 
For Women are changeable Things, 

And ſeldom a Moment the ſame; 
As Time a Variety brings, | 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim. 
: Their Looks, &e. 

But he who in Love would ſucceed, 
And his'Mittreſs's Favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it as fure as his Creed, 
Jo make Hay while the Sun is ſerene. 
There's a Seaſon to conquer the lair, 
And that's when they're merry and Gay ; 
To catch the Occaſion take Care, 
When 'tis gone, in vain you'll aſſay. 


$ONG II. 
O W bleſt has my Time been! what 


Days have I known, 
Since Wedleck'sfoft Bondage made 70% my own! 


at 


% 
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So joyful my Heart is, fo eaſy my Chain, 
'F'hat Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving is Pain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 
Thro' Walks, grown with Wood-bines, as often 
we ſtray, 
Around us, our Boys and Girls frolick and play ; 
''ho' pleaſing their Sport is, the Wanton may ſee, 
They borrow their Looks from my Jeſſy and me, 
They borrw, &C. 
To try her ſweet Temper oft'times am I feen 
In Revelsall Day withthe Nymphs of the Green: 
'I'ho' painful myAbſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me ai Night withCompliance andsmiles 
And meets me at Night, &c. 


What tho' on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its Hue, 
HerEaſe and good Humour bloom all theYearthro 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds Increaſe to her'l'ruth, 
And gives to her Mind what he fteals from her 
Youth, | 
And gives to ber Mind, &C. 


Ye Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to infnare, 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous Fair; 
In'ſearch of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam? 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at Home, 
To bold it for Life, &c. 


SONG IV. 


Sing not of Battles that now are to ceaſe, 
Nor carrok my Muſe in the Praiſe of aPeace 


Nor carrels, &C, 


To ſhew that ſhe's oft in good Company ſeen, 

She humbly begs Leave to ſing Monteur Pantin. 
She aim i * bes Sy &c. 

B 2 Vxamine 


t4) 


Examine all round, and at length you will own ; 
His Likeneſſes daily are met with in Town; 
Then let me my Song undiſturbed begin, 

And ſhew all his Brothers to Monſieur Pantin, 
And ſheæu all his, &c. 


Show, 
That Compound of Powder and Nonſenſe, a Beau: 
So limber his Joints, and ſo ſtrange in his Mein, 
That you cry he walks, look you, there's a Pantin 
That you cry, &c. 


How oft Wabern heardthatthe Ladies love Change 
And from one Entertainment to t' other will ranges 
In this they are conſtant, what Diff rence was ſeen, 


Pantin. 3 
| When they, &C. 
Then all you fair Laſſes who bloom like the Morn, 
Who ſeek not your Beauties by Art to adorn ; 

When I ſee on your Boſoms this little Machine, 
I own I am jealous of happy Fantin. 
1 own, &C 


And firſt, pray obſerve that fine Thing made for 


When they lay down the Fribble, and took the 


Ye Youths who have Parts, tho” ye often wear 


| Lace, 
No longer let Foplings your Merit diſgrace, 
But attack the fair Maid with a reſolute Mein, 
Till the claſps her young Lover, and ure her 
Pantin. 
Till ſhe cla 75 Kc. 
SONG V. 8 þ 
H Y, Celia, with that coy Behaviour, 
Do you meet Amintor's Fame ; 
Why deny him ev'ry Favour, 


— 


"that ſo much adores your Name? Adores 


Ne 5 
ar, 2 * 
OE Is 5 
r "<4 
r TY 


Fo $3, 
Adores it too with ſuch a Paſſion ; 
$ Fervent, laſting and divine; 
That would from all Hearts draw Compaſſion, 
All but that hard Heart of thine. 


/ Gods, why thus d'ye waſte your Graces d 
Why thus bountiful in vain ? 
Why give Devils Angels Faces, 
Firſt to pleaſe and then diſdain ? 
Where ever was a beauteous Creature, 
That bore Lightning in her Eye, 
But to her Lover ſhew'd ill Nature, 
And could ſmile to fee him die? 
\ *Tis true, at laſt, Heaven's Indignation, 
$ Cauſeleſs Hatred to reprove, 
Makes her doat with equal Paſſion, 
On ſome Youth averſe to Love; 
One that regardleſs ſees her languiſh, 
Like a with'ring Lilly pine ! 
O pity then Amintor's Anguiſh, 
Or that Fate may ſoon be thine. 


SONG VL 


He. ET Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
Or Miſers doat on golden Guineas, 

5 Let Plenty ſmile, or Fortune frown, 
3 The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenmꝰs. 
; Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's, 
1 The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's. 

Ve. Let wanton Maids indulge Deſire, 
4 How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is! 
The Joys of Virtue never tire, 

And ſuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Johnny's, 
| | . Mine and Johnny's, &c. 
3 


(6) 
He. Together let us ſport and play. 
She. And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is : 
Ile. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To-day, 
She. And Wedlack's Bands make Johnny Jenny's, 
Johnny Jenny's, &c. 
She. Together let us ſport and play, 
And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 
The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To-day, ; 
And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Ferny's - 
Tohnny Jenny's, &c. 
Jle. Together let us, fc. 
He. Let roving Swains young Hearts invade, 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly ; 
80 Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, ſimple Molly, 5 
Simple Molly, & c. | 
She. So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy'd, | L ; 
And laugh'd at harmleſs Maids who marry; 
But now the finds her Shepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, c. 
He. But we'll together, tc. [ Here is ſung the 
3 fame as the third, f: au th, and fifth JV. er ſe, 
and alſo at the End.] 
He. By cooling Streams our Flocks we'll feed. 
5 And leave Deceit for Knaves 232 
Or fondly ſtray where Love ſhall lead, 
And every Joy be mine and Fenny's, | 
Mine and Jenny's, &c. 
She. Let Guilt the faithleſs Boſom freight, 
| The conſtant Heart is always bonny ; 
5 Content and Peace, and ſweet Delight, | 
And love ſhall live with me and Johnny, 
2 | Me and Johnny, S 
He. Together then we'll ſport, Fc. 8 ON 
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SONG VII. 


No make the Wife kind, and to keep the 
Houle ill, 


Pon muſt be of her Mind, let her ſay, what ſhe will: 
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In all that ſhe does, you muſt give her her Way, 
For tell her ſhe's wrong, and you'lllead her aſtray. 

Then Huſbands take Care, 

Of Suſpicions beware, 

Your Wives may be true, 

If you fancy they are: 
WithConfidencetruſt them, and be not ſuchElves, 
As to make by your Jealouſy Horns for yourſelves. 

| With Confidence truſt, &c. 


Abroad all the Day if ſhe chances to roam, 


Seem pleas'd with her Abſence, ſhe'll figh to 
come Home : 5 
The Man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him for that. 
Then Huſbands take Care, Tc. 


What Virtue ſhe has, you may ſafely oppoſe, 

Whatever her Follies are, praiſe her for thoſe : 
Approve all her Schemes that ſhe lays for a Man, 
For name but a Vice, and ſhe'll fin if the can. 

Then Huſbands take Care, | 

Of Suſpicions beware, 

Lour Wives may be true, 
you fancy they are: 7 
With Confidence truſt them, and be notſychFlves, 
As to make by your ſealouſy Horns for yourſelves. 


With Confidence, c. 
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SONG VIL 


„ eee thou Treaſure, thouJoy of my Breaſt, 
SinceIparted from theel'm aStranger toReſt; 


There ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return. 
The Fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain, for my Chloe's away! 


But bring me my C/lee, a Deſart will pleaſe. 
5 | But bring me, &c. 


No Virgin I fee that my Boſom alarms, 

I'm cold to the Faireſt, tho' glowing withCharms; 

In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, 

_ "Theſe are not the Looks of my Chloe, I cry: 

Theſe Looks where bright Love, like the Sun, 
ſits enthron'd, 

And ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round. 

Tas thusIfirſt view'd thee, myCharmer,amaz'd 

'Thus view'd thee with Wonder, and lov'd while I 

gaz d. | Thus view'd thee, &c. 


Then, then, the dear Charmer was ſtill in mySight 
It was Pleaſure all Day! it was Rapture all Night! 
But now by hard Fortune remov'd from my Fair, 
In ſecret I languiſh a Prey to Deſpair. 

But Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, 
My Clee's ſtill charming, my Paſſion's the ſame; 
O wou'd ſhe preſerve me a Place in her Breaſt, 
Then 3 would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be 

| eſt, 


Then Abſence, &c. 
8 0:N OG. 


Ifly to the Grove, there I languiſh and mourn, + » 


TheFields and the Groves can afford me no Eale- 


Cv 
SONG N. 


t, | OURN, hapleſs Caledonia! mourn 
4 Thy baniſh'd Peace, thy Laurel torn; 
I' hy Sons, for Valour long renown'd, 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native Ground! 
Thy hoſpitable Roofs no more 
' Invite the Stranger to the Door ; 
In ſmoaky Ruins ſunk they lye, 
The Monuments of Cruelty. 
The Monuments of Crueliy. 


The wretched Ov ner ſees afar, 
Nis all become the Prey of War, 
5 hethinks him of his Babes and Wite, 
Then ſmites his Breaſt, and curſes Life! 
Thy Swains are famiſh'd on the Rocks, 
Where late they fed their wanton locks! 
Thy raviſh'd Virgins ſhriek in vain, 
Thine Infants periſh on the Plain: | 
| Thine Infants, &c. 
What boots it, that on every Clime, 
Ihro' the wide ſpreading Waſte of Time 
Thy martail Glory crow'n'd with Praiſe, 
Still thone with undiminith'd Blaze? 
I' hy tow'ring Spirit now is broke, 
' Thy Neck is bended to the Yoke! 
What foreign Arms could never quell, 
By civil Rage and Rancour fell! 


— 3 r 


By Civil, &c. 
I! he rural Pipe and merry Lay 
No more ſhall chear the happy Day! 
| i No ſocial Scenes of gay Delight, 
7} Beguile the dreary Winter's Night! — 
| B 5 No 


(10) 

No Strains but thoſe of Sorrow flow, 

And nought be heard but Sounds of Woe! 
While the pale Phantoms of the Slain 

Glide nightly o'er the ſilent Plain! 

Glide nightly oer, &c. 


O baleful Cauſe! O fatal Morn, 

Accurs'd to Ages yet unborn! 

The Sons againſt their Fathers ſtood! 

The Parent ſhed his Children's Blood! 

Yet when the Rage of Battle ceas'd, 

The Victor's Soul was not appeas'd ; 

Ihe Naked and Forlorn muſt feel 

Devouring Flames and murd'ring Steel ! 
Dewouring Flames, &c. 


_ —_ - 
s Mt S . 
* — 
— 


A 
Ln 
* 2 — 2 * 
. —— 
— 


12 


i —— > = A gy 
— cf Ir 4d oi 
oy => 


The pious Mother, doom' to Death, 
Forſaken wanders o'er the Heath; 
The bleak Wind whiſtles round her Head, 
Her hapleſs Orphans cry for Bread; 
Bereft of Shelter, Food or Friend, 
She views the Shades of Night deſcond ; 
And, ftretch'd beneath inclement Skies, 
Weeps o'er her tender Babes and dies! 
| Weeps o'er her tender, &c. 
While the warm Blood bedews my Veins, 
And unimpair'd Remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my Country's Fate 
Within my filial Breaſt ſhall beat ; 
And, ſpight of her inſulting Foe, 
My ſympathizing Verſe ſhall flow. 
Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia ! mourn 
Thy banifh'd Peace, thy Laurel torn ! 
1 | Thy baniſh d, &C. 
SONG 
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Cn). 
SONG X. 


OVE, when he ſaw my Fanny's Face, 
With wond'rous Paſhon mov'd, 
Forgot the Care of Human Race, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd: 
Then to the God of ſoft Deſire 
His Suit he thus addreſt: 
I Fanny love with mutual Fire, 
O touch her tender Breaſt! 
I Fanny love with mutual Fire, 
O touch her tender Breaſt ! 
Your Sighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
I lov'd the Maid before: 
What! rival methe Pow'r replies, 


Whom Gods and Men adore : 
Whom Gods, &c, 


He graſp'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Springs 
Of his imperial Throne : 


While Cupid wav'd his roſy Wings, 


Andi in a Breath was gone. 


O'er Earth and Seas the Godhead flew, 
But ſtill no Shelter found ; 
For as he fled his Danger gte, | 
And Lightnings flaſn d around. 
5 And Lightnings, &c. 


Ar laſt his trembling Fear impells 
His Flight to Fanny's Eyes: 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd he dwells 
Nor minds his native Skies. 6 
Where 3 &c. 
SONG 


White Cupid, &e. 
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(18) 
SONG XI. 


| Amintoy. Aſftora's come withMyrtlecrown'd, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's Side, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's Side. 
The Sun, in his extenſive Round, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, fo fair a Bride, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride. 
Paſtora. Tf to be true is ſweet and fair, 
Peſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, &c. 
And ſweeter ſhe, than is the Air, 


That fleets beneath Arabian Skies, 
That fleets, &c. 


Vale, 


Hawe, &c. 
Long had! ſigh'd my am'rous Tale, 
But every Care“ s requited now, 


But every, &c. 
dave Without a Bluſh, I here repeat 


What to the Nymphs I told before, 
5 M bat to the, &c. 
For thee my tender Heart does beat, 
Poſſeſs d of thee I aſk no more, 


. Poſſeſs d of thee I aſh, &c. 
Amintor, Thus with this Wreathlcrownth yBrows, 


And with this Kiſs my love I ſeal, 


And may I, when I break my Vows, 
The Pangs of tortur'd Lovers feel, 


De Pangs, &c. 
Faſtera. 


Amintor. The Fields and Groves, each Hill and 


Have witneſs'd to my faithful Vow; & 


And with this Kiſs, &c. 


ww f 


(13) 
Paftzra, Should I. ungrateful to my Swain, 
Afflict him with domeſtic Strife, 
| Mit him, &. 


, May I be driven from the Plain, 2 
. Ey every virtuous Maid and Wife, 4 
By every virtuous Maid and Wife. 


80 NG XII. 


ATURE for Defence affords 
Fins to Fiſh, and Wings to Birds, 
Hooves to Horſes, Claws 1o Bears, 
Swiftneſs to the fearful Hares. 


Man's endow'd with Art and Senſe, 
What has Woman for Defence? 
\ Beauty is their Shield and Arms, 
Women's Weapons are their Charms. 


| Beauty's Power makes us feel 
Deeper Wounds than thoſe of Steel ; 
Strength and Wit before it fall, 
Beauty triumphs over all. 


SONG XIII. 


5 HOU calm-ray'd Spring, whoſe bloom- 
* ing Face Ea. 
| Leads on the Year renew'd ; 
Thou Ornament, thou brighteſt Grace, 
Of Times Extent review'd. 
Thy Verdure doth each Meadow deck; 
2 By thee each ſpangled Bed 
Of Violets and Daiſies fluſh 

By conſtant Care are fed, 

By conſtant Care are fed, 


(14 ) 
To thee their ſawy Blofſoms owe 
Each future fruntful "Tree ; | 

"The Birds that charm, their Notes do ſhow, 

Tuncful in Joy for thee, 

Thus every Nymph. and faithful Sein, 

With carneſt Wiſh dene; 

The Inhabitants of Mount and Plain, 

And Vale, all thee admire. 

SO N G-:- XIV, 

A lend all ye modern young Iaffes fo gay, 

Let not ſuch baſe Euvy vour Fancies dit 

mays | 

I reſolute bent in your Cauſe do appear, 

For what is a Woman now, without an Air? 

I reſolute bent in your Cauſe do appear, 

For what is a Woman now, without an Air ? 

| For what is a, &c. 

Tho' Fame has declar'q with her oft errins bound, 

Our—good ancient Dames were in Fargingales 

bound ; 

Yet in other Extreams, the ſad Goddeſs declares, 

That they had as many vain Whimhes and Airs. 
| For what is a, &c. 

Their Furbelow'd Scarves, and their Rumps 


Their Pettycoats richly beſpangled with Jace; 
With ſcarlet ſilk Stockings to ſet off their Ware, 
Which is plain, as with us, that they then had 


their Air. For what is a, &c. 
And now tis the Faſhion, each ſpindle-ſhank' d 
Bean, | 


In's ſcanty ſhort Garments, ſtruts on like a Crow; 
While 


2 


then in Taſte, F 
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( 15 ) 
While we in our Turn, in the Mode to'appear, 
Inttead of curtailing, ſpread ours with an Air. 
For eohat is a, &C. 
But vet if this Faſhion continues, then mine 
From Seven (hall ſoon be extended to Nine; 
To maul fach poor Coxcombs in ſpite of their 


[cer, 
And we'll bang; their Shins as we flaunt with an 
Au. For what 1s a, &. 


SONG XV. 
We I fill, O ve Winds, and attentive Yes 
B Swains, 
I's Phabe invites and rephes to my Strains, 
The Sun never roſe fon, fcarch all the World 
thro, 

* Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair one ſo true, 
Ke 74 d /6 ble, or a fair one 7 e. 
Glide toftly, ye Streams, O ye Nymphs, 

round me throne, 
I 1s (Hin commands, and enlivens my Song: 
Search all the World over, vou never can find 
A Maiden to bleſt, or a Shepherd ſo kind. 
A Maiden, &C, 
Nous both. 1 
is Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to 
the Year, 
he tweeteſt of Bleſſings that Jiſe can endear: 
Om Pleaturent brightens, drives Sorrow AWAY, 
Gives Joy to the Night, and eg the Day. 
Gies Jay, &C. 
He. With Phoebe beſide rb, the Seaſons how gay! 


And 7 inter's bleak 4 lonths are as pleaſant 48 
May; The 


(16) 


treads, 


Meads, 
And Linnets, &e. 


She. When Collin is abſent, 'tis Winter all round, 

How faint is the Sunſhine, how. barren the 
Ground ! 

Inſtead of theLinnets and Nightingales Song, 

I hear the hoarſe Raven croak all the Night 
long, | 


T hear the hoarſe Raden, Kc. 


(Here the Chorus.) 

Ile. O'er Hill, Dale, and Valley, my Phæbe and I 

Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by; 

Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long 
Day, 

And Phzbe at Night all his Pains ſhallrepay 


He. By Moon-light, when Shadows glide over 
the Plain, 
His Kiſſes thall chear me, his Arms ſhall ſuſtain; 
Le ang haunted Grove I can trace without 
ear, 
And ſleep in a Cottage if Collin is near, 
| | And fleep, &c. 
(Here the Chorus) 
He. Ye Shepherds, that wanton it over the Plain, 
How fleeting your Tranſports, how laſting 
your Pain ? 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind ſhe, 
And learn to be happy from Phzbe and me. 


She. 


The Summer's gay Verdure ſtill ſprings as ſhe 


And Linnets and Nightingales ſing thro' the 


And Pheœbe, Oc. 


And learn to be, &c. 
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da, Ye Nymphs, who the Pleaſures of Love never 
try'd, 
Attend to my Strains, and take me for your 
Guide: 
x Your Hearts keep from Pride and Inconſtancy 
2 free, 


And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 
And learn to be, &c. 
e AVL. 
ROM ſcourging Rebellion, and baffling 
roud France, 
* Crown'd with Laurels, behold Britihh William 
advance ; 
His Triumph to grace, and diſtinguiſh the Day, 
The Sun brighter {bines, and all Nature looks giv, 
Your Glaſſes charge high; 
"Tis in brave Wil/iam's Praiſe, 
| To his Glory your Voices and Inſtruments raiſe. 


| While loſt in foft Pleaſure we courted Repoſe, 

Our Hero flew forth, tho' the Streams round 
him froze: 

I To guard us from Tyrants, each Danger defy'd, 

; d wou'd conquer or die by fair Liberty's Side. 

F Your Glaſſes, &c. 


j Rp comes in his Train, faireſt Offspring of Sky, 
I  Ev'ry Bliſs in her Smile, ev'ry Charm in her Eye: 


While that Foe to Man, that worſt Fiend Civil 


War, 
|; enaſhing her Teeth, and faſt bound to his Car. 
_ Your Glaſſes, &c. 


| How hateful the ach, who lurd by falſe 
Fame, 

| To ſatiate his Pride, ſets the World in a Flame! 

How ] 


(8) 


How glorious the King, whoſe intelligent Mind | 
Makes Grandeur conſiſt in protecting Mankind! N 
Your Glaſſes, && % 
Ye Wurde on whom we juſt Honours beſtow, A 
O think on the Source whence our Evils do flow: #1 
Commanded by William, attack next the Gau!, A 
And bind thoſe in Chains, who wou'd Briton; 
_ enthrall. Your Glaſſes, &c. 
SONG XVII. | | 
O the Words that I ſing, Fellow-ſubjeCts at- 


tend, 
Believe them for Truth, and the Thoughts ol 
a Friend ; 

As long as ye wiſely ad jointly agree, 
None can be ſo happy, ſo happy, lo happy, 6 
None can be ſo happy, fince none are fo tree. 
To filla Subſcription, then chearfully join, 
That 15rats'd in Defence of the Proteſtant 1 ie. 


By Subſcription ſo ates aka deſpite every 


| slight, 
None can do you Wrong, while you do yours. 1 
ſelves Right: . 


As long as great Gear ge is your mighty Defender, 
Regard not the Dewil, the Pope, or Pretender. 
But let us ſubſcribe, and moſt chearfully join, 
To aſſiſt our good King, and theProteſtantLine. 


We'll not be oblig'd after Friars to dandle, 

Jo be curs'd when they pleaſe, by their Bell, 
Book, and Candle; 

But Britons repugnant, to Papal Submiſſion, 

Shall laugh at proud Rome, and the damn'd In- 

quiſition. 

Without any Reſtraint then, moſt chearfully 

join, In 
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ind Jn the Cauſe of the King, and the Proteſtant 
I! i J. ine. (ſcribe, 
XC. is George that we honour, for George we ſub- 
W, And T' warrant we ſcatter the Vagabond I ribe; 


W. Arbe Duke ſhall diſperſe ev'ry Object of Fear, 


* 


7 
” 
+ 


ul, And drive them to Rome, we've no Room for 
ons © them here. | (Wing, 
cc. Pill up your Subſcription, for Time's on the 

And let each loyalSubjeR ſay God ſave theKing. 
it SONG XVIII. 


e 


by 


0 Ritannia fees brave William ſhine, 

| The Rulwark of her Fame, 

And bids each grateful Briton join, 
To celebrate his Name. 

In Chorus then your Voices raiſe, 
Io William's Glory, Williom's Praiſe, 
I'hbis happy Ie no more ſhall dread 

> Rebellion's lawleſs Band; _ 
With bold Invaſion at its Head, 
While William has Command. 

In Chorus then your Voices raiſe, 


Io Hllian's Glory, William's Praile. 
Our Properties, Religion, Laws, 


No Change ſhall undergo : 
For valiant in Britannia's Cauſe, 
> The Duke has quell'd our Foe. 


In Chorus then your Voices raiſe, 


| 8 To William's Glory, William's Praiſe. 

7 George only rules to keep us free, 

For this does William fight; 

While Britain's Goddeſs Liberty 

1 Bids all her Sons unite. 
And ev'ry Voice in Chorus raiſe, 

I o George's and to Milliam's praiſe. SONG 
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£ W HEN mighty Sol, at Noon of Day, 


| With ſultry Beams began to play, 
I wander'd thro' a verdant Glade, 
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Where on an eaſy Moſs reclin'd, 

I Chlce ſleeping chanc'd to find. 
Ihe Trees ambitious ſeem'd to be, 
With meeting Arms, her Canopy ; 
A Brook hard by did foftly creep, 
As if it fean'd to break her Sleep, 
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Whoſe Streams tranſparent ſmooth and clear, 
Ot her chaſte Mind, the Emblems were, 
Sight fo charming that the Sun 

Might ſtop a while to gaze upon. 

Down by the Nymph myſelf J laid, | 

And did at length myſelt perſuade, And did, &c. 
To ſteal a Kiſs and win the Gloves, 

And who my Boldneſs diſapproves ? 


SONG XX. 


I Tell with equal Truth and Grief, 


That Coe is an arrant Thief: 
Before the Urchin well cou'd go, 

She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snovr ; 
And more that Whitenets to adorn, 
She ſtole the Bluſhes of the Morn. 


She pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Teeth 
And ftole the Cow's ambroſial Breath; 
The Cherry, ſteep'd in Morning Dew, 
Gave Moiſture to her Lips and Hue: 
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Theſe 


Seeking the moſt obliging Shade, Seeking, &c. 


As if it fear'd, &C. 
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Theſe were her Infant Spoils, a Store, 
To which in Time ſhe added more. 


At twelve ſhe ſtole, from Cyprus Queen, 
Her Air and Love-commanding Mein ; 
Stole Juno's Dignity, and ſtole 

From Pallas Senſe to charm the Soul. 
Apollos Wit was next her Prey; 

Ker next the Beam that lights the Day. 


There's no repeating all her Wiles, 
She ſtole the Graces winning Smiles; 


She ſung, amaz'd the Sy rens heard, 
And to aſſert their Voice appear'd : 

She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their Skill. 
Great Fove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 
And t'other Day the ſtole my Heart. 

If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, 
Exert your Vengeance on the Fair; 
7 Trial bring her ſtolen Charms, 
And let her Priſon be,—my Arms. 


SONG XXI. 
HE Fields and the Groves in freſh Ver— 


1 dure ſhone gay, 
And Philomel chaunted her Love labour'd Song; 
MWhen the Nympbs and the Swnins in their bright 
4 eſt Array, | | 
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To chuſe a M Lady, mov'd ſportive along. 


Fach Youth burut with Ardour his Amp 
4 to create, 
Each Nymph, with ſoſt Glances, ſaſt cauglit 
her fond Mate, FO YR 3 
And each one impatiently waited her Fate. 
But 


| 


But when Amaryllis among them appear d, 


| The Nymphs with their Garlands no longer delay, 
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It wander'd but to fix your Love. 


3 2 But for Love's Sake, let it ſuffice, ; | 


F (22) 


Like Beauty's fair Goddels, attended by Love; 
With Graces attractive each Heart ſhe endear'd, 
Surpaſſing bright Juno, the Conſort of we. 


The Shepherds admiring glad Homage do pay, 
To crown Beauty's Paragon Queen of the May. 


SONG XXII. 


F you my wand'ring Heart would find, 
I That Heart you ſay i is like the Wind, 
Which varies here, and wanders there, 


To ev'ry Nymph that's kind and fair; 


I fay if you this Heart would find, 


Turn to your own inconſtant Mind ; | 7 
If Cer it wanders, tis to be = . 
In Wand'ring conſtantly with thee. F 
How can it ſettle when you fly, 8 | 

And ſhun this faithful Votary ? | 


A Nymph that's fair, it oft doth find, 


But never yet the Nymph that's kind. 
If you would fix this wand ring Heart, 
Join it with yours, *twill ne'er depart ; 
But in the Pangs of Death will prove, 


SONG XXII. 


1 OO plain, dear Youth, thoſe tell-tale Eyes 
A willing Heart declare; 


You reign triumphant there, | 
2 | | Forbear 


(23) 8 
Forbear your utmoſt Power to try, 

; Nor farther urge your Sway; 

„ Preſs not for what 1 muſt deny, 

| For fear I ſhould obey. 


, ' For fear 7 ſhould 155 — 
, Meſolve not then to do an III, 
| Becauſe perhaps you ma 


But rather interpoſe your Steil. 

| To fave me than betray. 

Be you yourſelf my Virtue's Guard, 
= Defend, and not purſue ; 

Since 'tis a Taſk for me too hard 
To ſtrive with Love and you, 


To flrive with Love and 0¹. 


85 SONG XXIV. 
5 T the filent Ev'ning Hour, 
4 Two fond Lovers in a Bower, 
Sought, ſought their mutual Bliſs; 
Tho' her Heart was juſt relenting, 
Tho' her Eyes ſeem'd juit conſenting, 
Yet, yet, ſhe fear'd to kiſs. 


Since this ſecret Shade, he cry d. 
2 Will thoſe roſy Bluſhes hide, 
Why, why, will you reſiſt? 
When no tell-tale Spy is near us. 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 5 
Who, who, would not be kiſt ? . 


Cella, hearing what he ſaid, 
Gently lifted up her Head, 
Her Breaſt ſoft Wiſhes fill; 
If, ſaith ſhe, no Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear 18 3s . 
Kiſs, kiß, me if you will. SONG. 
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By the Flocks as ſhe ſtray'd with the Nymphs 


SONG XXV. . 


MAJ EN firſt I fair Celinda knew 9 
Her Favour then was great; 8 
Her Eyes I could with Freedom view, . 
And friendly Rays did meet. 1 
In every Scene we paſs'd the Time, oa 
That couid no Pleaſure move; 6 


She often lik'd to hear me rhyme, 


And read my Songs of Love. } 
At length my Licence grew too bold, 

Preſs'd by Poetic Flame; T 
And when my Paſſion I had told, "1 

She loath'd the Poet's Name. 8 
Thus I who could her Friendſhip boaſt, = 4 


And did her Love purſue, _ 
Am taught Subjection, at the Coſt 
Of Love and Friendſhip too. 


SONG XXVI. 
WHAT ſhall an injur'd Lover do, & 


Can I believe her? No, no, no. 


Will it grieve her, if 1 leave her, 


V 
| B 
Will it grieve her? No, no, no. A 

SONG XX VII. C 


Fe a Shape and a Bloom, for an Air and a 
Mein, 
Myrtella was brighteſt of all the gay Green; 
But artfully wild, and affectedly coy, 
Thoſe her Beauty invited, her Pride would 
_ deſtroy, Thoſe her Beauty, &c. 


| of the Vale, 14 
Not a. Shepherd but woo'd der to "our his ſoft 
ie; The“ ij 


x (25) 
Tho' fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laugh'd at the Swain, 
And return'd with Neglect what ſhe heard with 


r 2 


And return'd, &c. 


- at Beauty has Wings, and too haſtily flies, 
And Love unrewarded, ſoon ſickens and dies; 
The Nymph cur'd by Time of her Folly and 
8 Pride, 
| Now ſighs in her Turn for the Blis ſhe deny'd, 
Now fighs in, &c. 


No longer ſhe frolicks it wide o'er the Plain, 
To kilt with her Coy neſs the languiſhing Swain; 
So humbled her Pride is, ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 
That tho' courted by none, ſhe to all would be 
kind. 7 That the courted, &c. 


SONG XXVII. 


c HE Parent Bird, whoſe little Neſt 
[25 Is by its tender Young poſſeſs'd, 
Wan ſpreading Wings, and downy Breaſt, 
Does cheriſh them with Love; 


; Me ſoon as Nature plumes heir Wings, 

And guides their Flight to Groves and eh 
1 uite unconcern'd the Parent ſings, 
5 N where they rove. 


A 
\V hile hapleſs we of Human Race 
be laſting Cares of Life embrace, 
4 And {till our beſt Affection place, 
d On what procures us pain. 
Pp 7 Fo) Children, as their Years increaſe, 
18 4 creaſe our Fear, and ſpoil our Peace, 


Paternal Love will never ceaſe, 
1 But ever will remain. 


on ; C. SONg 
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SONG XXIX. * 
$ CBle on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream. 
She gh d to the Breeze, and made Colin 
er Theme; [Breeze, 5 
Tho oleaſany the Stream, and the cooling the 
| And the Flowers cho; fragrant, ſhe panted for Eat "$i 
3 And the Floavers, Ec. 75a 
| The Stream it was fickle, and haſted away, 2 
It kiſsꝰd the ſweet Banłs, but no longer would ſtay; 
Tho beauteous inconſtant, and faithivis tho' fair, V 
Ah! Collin look in, and behold thyiclf there, 
Ab! Collin look in, Re. 


The Breeze that ſo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a Fempeſt, and darken'd the Day, 8. 
As ſoft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 
Such Collin when angry, and Callin when kind, A 
Such Collin when, &c. 


Ther Jowera hen gather' d fobeauteous and ſweet, 

Now fade on her Boſom, and die at her Feet "= 
As fair in their Bloom, and as foul in Decay, 

Such Collin when preſent, and Clin away, A 

Such Collin when, &e. 

In Rage and Deſpair from the Ground ſhe aroſe, 4 

And from her the Flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 

She weeps in theStream, and ſhe ſighs to the Wind, 

And reſolves to drive Collin quite out of her Mind, A 

And reſolves, & c. 4 

But what her Reſolves, when her Collin appear d. 

The Stream it ſtood ſtill, and no Tempeſt was | Þ 

Read; 4 

The Flowers recover d their beautiful Hue, 4 

e found be \ was kind, and believ'd he was true, j 

| © She found be, & . 

| SON G4 


e 
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SONG XXX. 

HEN Britons firſt by Heaven's Command, 
AA Aroſe from out the azure Main; 
e, This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And Guardian Angels ſung this Strain, 
„ Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Waves, 
c. Por Britons never will be Slaves. 

The Nations not fo bleſt as thee, 
19; Miuſt in their Turn to T'yrants fall; 
tr, Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, thalt flouriſh great 

1 and free, | 
ze, The Dread and Envy of them all. 
. Rule, Britannia, Ec. 


7, 
4 Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
1d, More dreadful from each foreign Stroke; 
1d, As the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies 
c. Serves but to root thy native Oak. 
'Y Rule, Britannia, Cc. 


The haughty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
1 All their Attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, 
ce. And work their Woe, and thy Renown. 
ſe, Rule, Britannia, Tc. 
; To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
d, Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce ſhine ; 
d, All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& Main, 
c. And ev'ry Shore it circles thine. 
d. 5 Rule, Britannia, Cc. 
a; The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom's Sounds, 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; [crown'd, 
Bleſs'd Iſle, with matchleſs, with matchleſs Beauty 
ce, And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
8. 8 | Rule, Britannia, Cc. 
C 2 SONG 
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SONG XXXI. 


— 


8 P RING renewing all Things gay, 7 4 
Nature's Dictates all obey ; = 1; 
In each Creature we may ſee 190 
The Effect of Love's Decree. 5 Y 
Thus their State, ſuch their Fate, 4 Y 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, 4 
Do nat, Polly, ſtay too late. 3 


Look around and ſee them play, 1 F 

All are wanton while they may ; _ 
Why ſhould precious Time be loſt ? 
After Summer comes a Froſt. | 3 
All purſue Nature's Due, 9 
Let us, Polly, do is too. 4 Iv 
| Let us, Polly, c. „ 


Mark how kind that Swain and Lats, 1 
Vonder ſitting on the Graſs; "i A 
See how earneſtly he ſues, | "7 B 
Whilſt ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe : 1 
See yon two, how they woo, 4 4 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 3 3 
Let us, Polly, Cc. * 


Mark that Cloud above the Plain, 43 
See it ſeems to threaten Rain; 1 = 

Herds and Flocks do run jogether, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather. 
Fear not you, I'Il be true, 4 7 
Therefore let us do ſc too, 37 
Therefore let us do ſo too. 8 


( 29) 
8 O0 NG XXXI. 


F SK me not how calmly I 
All the Cares of Life dety, 
| How I baffle human Woes ? 


| Homan, Woman, Woman knows. 


N 
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© You may live, and laugh as I. 
7 2 You like me may Cares defy ; 
I All the Pangs the Heart endures, 
1. oman, Woman, Woman cures. 


5 Aſk me not of empty Toys, 
eas of Arms and drunken Joys; 
I have Pleaſure more divine, | 
I. onan, Woman, Woman's mine. 


133 more than F 'olly knows, 
More than Fortune e'er beſtows; 
Flowing Bowls, and conquer'd F ields 
Moman, Woman, Woman yields. 


JA: me not of Women's Arts, 
Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts; 
Tell the Wretch who pines and grieves, 
| Feb Woman, Woman lives. 


Al Delights the Heart can know, 
More than Folly can beſtow, 


= Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of Kings, 
5 . man, Woman, Woman brings. | 


SONG XXXIII. 


la K, thou filly dotard Man. 
Whence our Ruin firſt began, 


How our Grief and deadly Woe 
0 Did from Woman, Woman, flow? 


C 3 


*%. 


We 


(30) 

We might live and happy be, 8 
Could we ſhun this Enemy; ; —_ 
All the Pangs the Heart e' er knew, " = 
From vain Woman, Woman, grew. 


Aſk what calm Felicity 

Man enjoy d, how bleſt was he; 
Nought could his Repoſe invade, 
Till falſe Woman, ſhe was made. 


Soon as ſhe receiv'd her Breath, 3 
Man was [ubje& unto Death: 983 
Other Evils, to their Shame, | 5 
From deceitful Woman came. 


Aſk what Ills befel old Trey, 

W hich falſe Helen did deſtroy, 
Of the tender Bridegrooms, who 
Were by Woman, Woman ſlew. 


How the brave Mark Anthony, 

Loſt the World by faithleſs She; 
Ruin'd States, loft Crowns and Kings, 
From vain W oman, Woman, ſprings. 


$ONG XXXIV. * 
7 HY ſhould a Heart fo tender break? 
Oh! Myra, give its Anguiſh Eaſe; 
The Uſe of Beauty you miſtake, 


Not meant to vex but pleaſe, 
| Not meant to vex but pleaſe. 


T hoſe Lips for ſmiling are deſign'd, 
And that Boſom to be preſs'd; — 
Your Eyes to languiſh and look kind, 14 
F or am'rous Arms your Waiſt. 
, For Ame Four; 0 F 
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Each Thing has its appointed Right, 
Efabliſh'd'by the Powers above; 

The Sun and Stars give Warmth and Light, 
Ihe Heavens diſtribute Love, 

The Heavens, Cc. 


5 O NG XXXV. 


O heal the Smart a Bee had made, 
Upon my Chlhe's Face, 
Honey upon her Cheeks ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleas'd, I obe y'd, and from the Wound, 


Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart: 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting within my Heart. 


SONG XXXVI. 


NCE more T1! tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and. Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 


You greater Bards the Lyre ſhould hit, 

For ſay, what Subject is more fit, 

Than to record the ſparkling Wit, 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, | 
That paints the dew beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, - 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


And 


(32) 

And when in Thetis' Lap to reſt, 

He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 

She's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyrs on the Violet blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, 
And (Truſt me) none but Truth I ſay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming May, 

Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 

And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 
40 Pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


With her a Cottage would delight, 

All's happy when the's in my Sight, 

But when ſhe's gone tis endleſs Night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While Bees from Flower to Flower do rove, 
And Linnets warble thro' the Gfove, 
Or ſtately, Swans the Waters ve, 

90 long ſhall I love Peggy. 


And, when Death, with his pointed Dart, 


Shall firike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when I depart, 
Adięu my lovely Peggy. 


SONG 


I * 
r a 
— 


, 3 


4 
Ty 
q] 
4 
F 
7 
392 
gt 
TY 
55 
® 
bs 
7 * 
4 . 
46 27 
: 
1 
by 
3 
3 . 
ih 
* 
1X9 


LAGS 


_ -- C-33-3 
= SONG XXXVI. 


| OME all you young Lovers who, wan 
| with Deſpair, 
18 idle Sonnets, and ſigh for the Fair; 
Wo puff up their Pride by enhancing their 
43 Charms, 
And tell them 'tis Heaven to lie in their Arms. 
$ Be wiſe by Example, take Pattern by me, 
| For let what will happen, by fove I'll be free, 
Ey Jove J be free; 
For let what will happen, by Jove Ill be free. 


| Young Daphne T ſaw, in the Net I was caught, 
4 | 1 ly'd and I flatter'd, as Cuſtom had taught, 
I preſs'd her to Bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
But the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon. 
I She vow'd the was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
i'm forry, my Dear, but by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, &c. 


The next was young Phi/lis as bright as the Morn, 
The Love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with Scorn, 
I laugh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
Y | Thar) none could be handſome, but ſuch as were 
4 kind ; 


1 
Eo 
j 5 
38 


UNer Pride and Ill-nature was loſt upon me, 
For in Spite of fair Faces, by owe VII be free, 
4 By Jos ['ll be free, &c. 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 
Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe; 
Such chuſe to be hamper'd, 'tis ſure a ſtrange 
8 Rage, lin a Cage; 
And like Birds they ling beſt, when they're put 
Confinement's 


(34) 

Confinement's the Devil, *twas ne'er made 
for me, free, 

Let who will be bond Slaves, by ove I'll be 
By Jove I'll be free, &c. 


Then let the briſk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful Laſs; 

Who yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dul! Rule, 7 
Nar thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhould cool ; 30 
Let us bill like the Sparrow, and rove like che "4 
Bee, {be free, L 
For in ſpite of grave Leſſons, by Fove I'll! 
By Jove Tl be free, 

For in Spite of grave Leſſons, by Jove Ill be free. 


SONG XXXVIIL 
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RISE, ſweet Meſſenger of Morn, 
With thy mild Beams this Iſle adorn, 


5 ſong as Shepherds ſport and play, 
Tis this ſhall be a Holiday. 


Each Nymph be like the bluſhing Morn, 
That gayly lightens o'er the Lawn; . 
| Each Shepherd like the Sun be gay, 4 

And frolick out this Holiday. 1 


Tube Morn appears, a roſy Hue, {A 
_* Peeps over yonder eaſtern Blue 3 
Come let us dance in trim Array, 23 

And grateful keep this Holiday. 3 

Come, all ye honeſt Britiſh Souls, 2 


Let Love and Honour crown your Bowls; 
.. Rejoice, rejoice, and ſport and play, 
This Source of many a Holiday. 
SONG 
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SONG XXXIX. 


H] wouldſt thou know what ſacred Charms 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 

This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms ; 

What kind of Nymph the Heavens decree, 

The Maid that's made for Lowe and me, 

The Maid that's made for Love and me. 


Who joys to hear tac Sigh ſincere, 
Who melts to fee the tender T ear. 
Apo melts, &c. 
From each ungentle Paſlion free, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 
Be ſuch the Maid, &e. 


Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Blettings the beſtows. 
| Who feels, &C. 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, | 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 
Be fuch the Mai, &c. 


Whofe fimple Thoughts, devoid of Art, 


Are all the Natives of ber Heart; 


Are all the Natives, "Ie : 


A gentle Train from Falſhood free, * 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


Be fuch the Maid, &6. 
Avaunt, ye light Coquets, retire, 


Where Aatr ripg Fops around admire, 


Ii bere flatt'ring, &c. 


Unmev'd 
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Unmov'd your tinſell'd Charms I ee, 


More genuine Beauties are for me, 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 


SONG XL 


LOW, ye bleak Winds, around my Head, 
And ſooth my Heart-corroding Care; 
Flath round my Brows, ye Lightnings red, 


And blaſt the Laurels planted there. 
But may the Maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


Let all the Traces of our Love 
Be ever blotted from her Mind ; 
May from her Breaſt my Vows remove, 
And no Remembrance leave behind. 
But may the Maid 


O may I ne'er behold her more, 


For ſhe has robb'd my Soul of Reſt; 
Wiſdom's Aſſiſtance 1s too poor, 
To calm the Tempeſt in my Breaſt. 


£ : 


zy wt, 


But may the Maid, Qs. 


And ſhould the gentle Virgin weep, 

Nor ſharp, nor laſting, be her Woe; 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my Diſtreſs nor me, 
No more of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


9 O 


Come, Death, O come, thou friendly Sleep, 
And with my Sorrows lay me low; 


N G 


G 


(37) 
SONG ALL 


0 ROM ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 


Young Men your Hearts ſecure ; 
Lest from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
In ͤDotage premature, 


75 ha In Dotage premature, 
5 Mock at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's Glaſs, 


Don't truſt the naked Eye; 

Gall. ants beware, look ſharp, take Care, 

The Blind eats many a Fly, | 
The Blind eats many, &C, 


| Kot only on their Hands and Necks, 

The borrow'd White you'll find; 
Wome Belles, when Intereſt drecks, 
Can even paint the Mind, 


* 
* 
A 
i 


1 | Can even, &. 


Joy in Diſtreſs they can expreſs, 
Their very Looks can lye. 


Gallants beware, &c. 


3 
x . 8 * 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm, 
But all Mankind can cheat, 
Jown to the Cottage from the Helm, 


Ihe Learn'd, the Brave, and Great. 
3 The Learn d, &c. 


irn lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
Fentangle us they try ; | 
1 Gallants beware, &c. 


* Could we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
* Ws Earth of * made; 


(30-7 - 
Was every ſingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by I rade, 
Each Man a Scribe by ['rade: 


To write the Tricks of half the Sex, 
Would ſuck that Ocean dry; 

Gallants beware, look ſharp, take Care, 
The Blind eats many a Fly, 
The Blind eats many a Fly. 


8 ON G XLII. 
© So VE and Polly were at Play, 
Both too wanton to be wile ; 1 
They fell. out, and in the Fray, 4 
Folly put out Cpid's Eyes. . 
Strait the Criminal was try'd, . 
And had his Puniſhment aſſign'd ; 4 
Folly ſhould to Love be ty'd, 1 
And condemn'd to lead the Blind. 3 | 
Then wiſely let's venture ourſelves to deceive, 2 1 
And ſince Fate has decreed us to love and believe 2 2 
For all we can gain by our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
Is to find ourſelves cheated, and wretched heiß F 
wiſe. For an We Can, c 17 
SONG XLIII. 75 


Tt HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day ; ; 2 
The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 4 \ 
Ne gilds the ſmiling Day; 3 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gayly dreſs'd, 


Arik 
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rie, my Love, ariſe and play, 
Ariſe, my Love, and play; 
Ariſe, my Love, ariſe and play, 
Ariſe, my Love, and play. 


Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight; 
15 Come, &c. 
Lend ev ”ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 

2 Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
if And give them ſweet Delight, 
9 And give them ſweet Delight, Oc. 


Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 

T hoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 

7 Thy Preſence, &C. 
A105 Strains the liſt'ning Birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 

3 And tune their Notes to Love, 

And tune their Notes to Love, Cc. 


Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flowers in Wreaths I'll twine, 

The Flor Wwers, &C. 
Irre other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 
4 Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine. 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, G. 


Ne 


8 ON G XLIV. 


a W H EN 3 "TY Camilla deigns 
2 To beam a gen'rous Smile; 
nfeign'd in her what Sweetneſs reigus, 
What pleaſing Airs beguile ? | | 
| | D 2 0 r 
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Than her not Violet, Pink, or Roſe, 
More grac'd when blown appear; 
Far lovelier Bloom her Looks diſcloſe 
To bright her heav'nly Sphere. 


Youth, Beauty, with good Nature, are 
Around her Perſon join'd, 
While ſpotleſs, every Virtue rare, 
Is center'd in her Mind. 
In her chaſte Form no Taints ariſe, 
No Female Pride upbraids ; 
Kind Nature their Defect ſupplies, 
And each Perfection aids. 


In vain let Flavia boaſt her Face, 
Stella her Soul's rich Store, 
While all in fam'd Camilla trace 
Toys unrevealed before. 
Since then Camilla's brighter Charms 
Such prime Delights impart ; ; 4 
How bleft the Man, who, in her Arms, * 


Can ſhare her Virgin Heart! I 
SONG XLV. "1 


He. ARK, bark, o'er the Plains, how the 
merry Bells ring, | 2 
Aſleep while my Charmer is laid, 

Aſleep while my Charmer is laid. 3 
The Village is up, and the Day's on the Wing, M/ 
And Pbhillis may yet die a Maid, my poor Girl, 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid, my poor Girl, 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid. 3 
She, Tis hardly yet Day, and I cannot away; 
O Damon, I'm young and afraid; 
'To-morrow} 
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To-morrow, my Dear, PII to Church with- 
out Fear, 
But let me To-night lie a Maid, 
My dear By, &c. 


> 2 The Bridemaids are met, and Mamma's on 
* All, all, my coy Phillis upbraid; [the Pet, 
By Midnight! my Dear ſhall be eas'd of her 
Nor orieve ſhe's no longer a Maid, Fear, 
10 dear Girl, &c. 


To- morrow I'll not be afraig;: [ſwear, 
II open the Door, and deny you no more, 

Nor cry to live longer a Maid, 
. dear Boy, &c. 


Je. No, no, Phillis, no, on thy Boſom of Snow, 
To-night thall your Shepherd be laid; 
Faſt lock'd in my Arms, you ſhall yield up 
your Charms, 
Nor wilh to live longer a Maid, 
| My dear Girl, &c. 


85 . Then open the Door, 'twas unbolted before, 
1 "Twas Damon his Bliſs that delay'd ; 

the 4 To Church let us go, and if there I ſay no, 
1 O then let me die an old Maid, 

3 My dear Bay, &c. 

DUE F and CHORUS. 
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ng, b way then, away, and to Love give the Day, 
rl, . Ye Nymphs, let Example pertuade ; 


Let Beauty be tim'd, when the Swain' s in the 
: Mind | 

is fooliſh to die an | old Maid, my dear Girl, 
in T is tooliſh to die an old Maid. 
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In Self- conceit, they think to cheat 


If then, to rout the ſelfiſh Crew, 


64 
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THO Vomen by frail Men are ſcorn'd, 
For being oft too kind; 
Yet all well know that Men, when ſpurn'd, 
Are to their Will confin'd, 
Are to their Will confin'd. 


With reſtleſs Pain one Smile to gain, 
All Ways they gladly try ; 

But Maids beware, avoid the Snare, 

All Men deal cunningly, 
All Men deal cunningly. 

There's not a Man who from his Heart 
Can Woman truly love; 

They but delight t' repel the Dart, 
And all its Pains approve, 


And all, 


With Looks ſerene (then only ſeen) 
They flattering Words apply. 
| Bat Maids, 
They often ſtrive, with artful Tale, 
Each Fair one to deceive ; PER 
On our good Nature to prevail, 
Then laugh within their Sleeve. 
; Then laugh, 


The Heart as well as Eye. 
But Maids, 


You'd chuſe a faithful*Guard ; 
Let Virtue rule the Heart, for few 
Will loſe their juſt Reward 


(44) 


Not all the Tribe her Soul can bribe, 
She will all Arts defy. So Maids, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 


N the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid lay 
2; reclin'd : 
She wept to the Oziers that curl'd to the Wind; 
| While Eccho to Sorrow, fo faithful and kind, 
Repeated her Plaints for her Joekey, her Fockey, 
7 Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey. 
Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mournful 
2 and Clear, 
Men thus ſhe began. Tis the Loſs of my Dear, 
That from Eyes, once ſo ſparkling, enforces a 
|: Tear, | [ Fockey, 
The Tear which J drop for young Fockey, young 
The Tear which drop for young Jocſep. 
The Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the Throng, 
And, when he has won her, ſits all the Day long, 
Still proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song; 


4 r 
Not ſo did inconſtant young Fockey, young Jockey, 
3 Not fo did inconſtant young Joch . 
F le ſwore 'twas myBeauty his Heart that had won, 
And his Flame was as pure as theLight of theSun ; 
c. 8 But the Maid that believes, is as ſurely undone, 


or falſe and deceitful's young Fockey, young Fockey 
For falſe and deceittul's young Feckey. 


SONG XLVIII. 


HEN PTockey was bleſt with your | 

Love and your Truth, | 

Not on Taveed's pleaſant Banks dwelt ſo blith- 
ſome a Youth; 

D 4 With 
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(4) 
With Jenny] ſported it all the Day long, " 
And her Name was the Burden and Joy of 

my Son [my Song. 
And her Name was the Burden and Joy off q 


She. E're Jockey had ceas'd all his Kindneſs for me, 
There liv'd in the Vale not fo happy a She; 
Such Pleaſures with Fockephis Fennybad known 
That She ſcorn'd in a Cot the fine Folks of 


_ OY [That fhe ſcorn'd, &c. J 


| He. Ah! 7ockey,what Fear now poſſeſſes thy Mind, 
{i That Jenny fo conſtant to Willys been kind, 
| When dancing fo gay with the Nymphs on 
the Plain, [Swain, 
She yielded her Hand and her Heart to tue 
She yielded, &c. 


She. Vou falſly upbraid, but remember the Day, 1 
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new Hay; 
When alone with your Lucy, the Shepherds 

have ſaid, made. b 
You forgot all the Vows that to Jenny were | 
You forgot, &c. 


He. Believe not, be Jenny, my Heart ſtray 4} 
from thi 2, 1 
For Lucy's too wanton a Maid ſtill for me; 3 
From a Laſs that's fo true your fond Fockey 
ne'er rov'd, [lov'd. | I 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he 
; Nor once, &c, 


EP. 


bay, * 


< 5 3 * 4 
1 4 2 3 * 
8 5 9 


She. My biden for young Willy ne er panted and 
ſigh'd, (ride : 1 
For you of that Heart were the Joy and the 
While | 


(45) 
While Twweed's Waters glide, ſhall your Fen- 


| of ny be true, [you. 
n Nor love, my dear Fockey, a Shepherd like 
of Nor love, &c. 

Jenm. For Kindneſs no Youth can with Jockey 
ne, compare. (Fair. 


e; : Fickey. No Shepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a 
wn Both. We'll love then, and live from fierce Jea- 
3 uf free, [we. 
Nc. And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as 

4 We'll lobe, &c. 


SONG ALIX. 


E HOT D the ſweet Flowers around, 

3 With all the bright Beauties they wear; 

et none on the Plains can be found 

I So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair. 

EF So lovely as Celia is fair. 

' 2 Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throats, 
No longer in Silence remain, A longer, &c. 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 

1 To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 

; To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 

7 Otit-times in yon flow'ry Vale, 

Ü breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
I n &c. 


= 


Fair Flora attends the fad Tale, [along, 
ey 7 And ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders 
2 And ſweetens the Borders along. 


hut Celia, whoſe Breath might perfume 

cc. Tue Boſom of Flora in May, The Boſom, &C. 
nd Sill frowning pronounces my Doom, 

le; Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
he | Regardleſs of all [ can ſay. 
ile D 5 SONG 


For thee they ſing, and Roſt's bloom, 


Thou can'ſt my Love or Gifts diſdain, 


* 


(40) 
SONG L 


OME, Roſalind, O come and ſee, 
What Pleaſures are in Store for thee, 
pat Pleaſures, &c. 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear, | 
The Flowers in all their Sweets appear, 
The Flowers in all their Sweets appear. 


The joyful Birds, in every Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 


Now warble out, &C. 
2 


And Collin thee invites to come, 
; And Collin, &c. 

Come, Roſalind, and Collin join, 
My tender Flocks and all are thine, 

My tender, &c. 
If Love and Roſalind be near, | 
*Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, | 

'Tis May, Ce. 


Come ſee a Cottage and a Swain, 


Thou can ſi, &c. 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Collin calls, then haſte away, 
For Collin calls, then haſte away. 


8 N 


OU fay you love, and twenty more 
1 Have ſigh'd and ſaid the ſame before; 
And yet I ſwear (I can't tell how) 
I ne'er believ'd a Man till now; 
I ſwear 


(47) 
] ſwear I can't tell how, 
£ ne'er believ'd a Man till now. 


is odd that I ſhould Credit give 

To Words, who knew that Words deceive ; 
And lay my better Judgment by 

Fro truſt my partial Ear, or Eye, 

1 To truſt my partial Ear, 

| My partial Ear, or Eye. 


n 
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| {Tis ten to one I had deny'd 

Ir our Suit, had you To- morrow try'd; 
| But J Faith, unthinkingly To- day, 
My heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray; 
Unthinkingly To -day, 

cl 7 heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray. 


T0 bring it back would give me Pain, 
perhaps che Struggle too were vain; 
I'm indolent, and he that gains 
* My Heart, may keep it for his Pains; 
* And he that gains my Heart, 
May keep it for his Pains. 


& | 


SONG LIL 


HY heaves my fond Boſom, or what 
; can it mean? 
23 Why flutters my Heart that was once fo ſerene ? 


1 . 
5 
. E 

J 


Why ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near? 


4 Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 


3 Methinks I for ever with Wonder conld trace 
: The thouſand ſoft Charms that embelliſh thy Face; 


Kach 


— ——— — lee 1 


Vain are Riches, vain is Glory, 


* 4) 
Each Moment I view thee, more Beauty I find, 
With thy Face Jam charm'd, but entlav'd by 
thy Mind, | 
| With thy Face, &. 
Untainted wit! Folly, unſullied by Price, 
There native good Humour and Virtue reſide; 
Pray Heavens that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply, 
With Compaſſion for him who without chee 
muſt die, 


With Compaſſiun, &C. 


SONG III. 


"OW bleſt were Mortals, would they know 
he Favour which the Gods beſtow, 
The Favour, &C. 
But pariial Paſſion ſteps between, 
And quite confounds the charming Scene; 
Wiſhing, whining, ſtill repining, 
| | Wiſhing, whining, &c. 
Every Wretch creates his Pains, 
Then of Heaven and Fate complains. 


8 


— 


Nature ſpreads her Giſts beſore ye, 
ä 2m Nature ſpreads, &c 
Kind Heaven enough to all hath lent, 
Then take your Share and be content, 
Joy and Pleaſure without Meaſure, 

5 Es Toy, &c. 
For your kind Acceptance wait, 
Then ſeize your Bliſs 4nd ſmile at Fate. 


SONG 


(49) 


I SONG IIV. 


All Nature docs her Charms renew; 


4 EP ebus with greater Luftre burns, 
s Who veil'd his Face in Grief tor you. 
No longer Iris ſheds her Tears, 
1 Ihe Ze ner, oſter Breezes blow ; 
8 Flora in al her Pride appears, 
= "The Streams in dimpliny, » CGladneſs flow 
v onder not then, too «© harming Maid, 
5 o ſee your { hyrfrs lymp he ; : 
172 Exceſs of Joy has Love betray'd, 
i And I no longer can dit ule, 
Not Adam, when in Eden blets'd, 
Did a more rapt'rous 'I ranſport prove 
AV hen the fair Partner of his Breaſt, 


8 JL. 5. Stel lu, as your He zalth returns, 


IF Firlt rack'd Ins Eyes and taught him Love. 
"7 S O NG EV. 

* HEN yonder cooing Doves retire, 

1 And ſeem in am'rous Shackles bound: 


'I dee, Delia, how the Flowers afpire, 
And ſhed delicious Fragrance round. 

23 Rus'd by the Spring and nurs'd by Shade, 
Z They flourith tweetly to the Eye: 
But Autumn's haſting Chills invade, 


9 And their gay Beauties fade and dye. 

A A Flower, Delia, are thy Charms, 
Which in Youth's joyous Seaſon blows : 
Like thy bright Eyes, thy Iv'ry Arms, 


And Checks where ſhine the Eder Role, 


(50) 
But envious Time, with creeping Pace, 
Will on thy Frame ſeraphic play: 
Deſpoil thee of each matchleſs Grace, 
And ſteal thee from thyſelf away. 
Wiſely admoniſh'd by the Thought, 
Swift let us ſtop the whirling Hour; 
Pleaſures as flying ſhould be caught, 
E're Age depriyes us of the Power. 
Thee Nature hath with Beauty bleſs'd, 
And bids thee multiply its Ray ; 
With too much Senſe thou art poſſeſs'd, 
Her bliſsful Call to diſobey. 


S8 O 0 N LYLE 


() Cupid, gentle Cupid, 
In Pity eaſe my Pain, 
And let a faithful Lover 
A kind Return obtain. Oh ! eaſe my Pain. 
O Cupid, gentle Cupid, in Pity eaſe my Pain, 
And let a faithful Lover a kind Return obtain. 
My Grief's beyond Enduring, 
My Sorrow paſt all Curing, 
My Anguiſh but procuring 
More Hatred and Diſdain, 
My Anguiſh but procuring more Hatred and 
Diſdain. 


DONG EVIL 


W E EP not, my lovely Celia fair, 
Beneath the filent Grove ; 
Forſake the Choice of dull Deſpair, 
And riſe to happier Love. 


Where 


(51) 


here roſy Fragrance dreſs each Hill, 
= The bleating Herds each Vale, 
And pratt'ling Zephyrs kindly thrill, 


= To ſooth each am'rous Tale. 
1 By Hedge-row Green, or Fountain Side, 


FE 


Or to ſome lonely Rill ; 


+ Where ſporting Fiſhes gayly glide, 
And wanton at their Will. 


1 pt . o 
When the briſk Lark, high ſoaring round, 


New chears the dewy Morn; 


Where fragrant Violets paint the Ground, 


And every Cot adorn. 

Or to the Myrtle ſhade, my Fair, 
Plweas'd with the fond Delight; 

| 2 Together joyous we'll repair, 
And glad each other's Sight. 
While ſeather'd Songſters warbling round 
1 Their pleaſing Tranſports bring - 

1 And envious of each other's Sound, 
In Notes harmonious ſing. 


"= 


4 


Wrapp'd in a balmy Kiſs; 
We'll ſit and toy till each has ſhar'd 
Each other's mutual Bliſs. 


SONG LVIII. 


IJ 
1 
3 

8 x 


JT" 
7 Bids Phebus bright new gild each Plain, 
And gayly ſpread his ſmiling Ray. 


2 


E welcome Spring returned again, 
Hails in the gladd'ning Summer's Day; 


While 


(52) 
While all around the ſpacious Scene, 
With new blown Buds the Branches crowned; 
And blooming Meadows robed in Green, 
With early riſing Sweets abound, 


The tuneful Lark, with early Song, 
Bids joyful Welcome to the May ; 
3] While o'er the Plains the fleecy Throng, 
With rural Humour, ſport and play. 
The feather'd Pair, in lively Notes, 
3 Around the Groves harmonious fing : 
+] And thrill'd with their melodious Throats, 
| The Woods with joytul Ecchoes ring. 
The flooding Streams, the ripening Breeze, 
Nor ceaſe to glide, or ſwiftly flow; 
Nor fragrant F lowers around the Trees 
In pictur'd Landikips ceaſe to grow: 
The Lands no more with barren Soil, 
But fruniful Plants are ſpread anew ; 
Nature again begins to ſmile, 
And all her F ragrance ſhed for you. 


SONG ILIX. 


HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 
Wasne'er more blith, was ne'er more gay, 
Than I, ah Well-a-day! 

Than I, ah Well-a-day! 


E're Collin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 


Or I to gueſs the Reaſon why, 
O Love, ah Well-a-day ! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew, 
From whence theſe fond Endearments grew ; 
- Till ke, ah Well-a-day's Till he, &c. 


By 


1 Can Love, alas ! by Words be won? 
le aſk'd a Proof, atender one, 


4 
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By Time and other Swains made wiſe, 


Wbegan to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 


And 1 and Well-a-day ! 
And Lowe, &c. 


kind Nature now took Collin's Part, 
My Eyes inform'd againft my Heart, 


My Heart, ah Well-a-day ! 
My Heart, &c. 


straight es with thrilling Sympathy, 


I And echo d back each gentle Sigh; 


Each Sigh, ah Well-a-day ! 
Fach Sigl, &C, 


While I, ah Well-a-day! 
While I, ah Well-a- day! 


4 In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 


Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no, ah Well- -a-day ! 
Ah, no, ah Well-a-day ! 


BON G-.LX 


O U bid me, Fair, conceal my Love, 
Ah! think how hard the Taſk; 

E Think of the mighty Pains I prove, 

Then think of what you aſk. 
Go bid the fev'riſh Wretch forbear 

Midſt burnings to complain; 
Go bid the Slaves who fetter'd are, 

Forget the galling Chain, 

Forget the e Chain. 
Shou'd 


„ CO} 
Shou'd they obey, yet greater. far 
The Torments which I feel; 
Love's Fires, than Fevers, fiercer are : 
Love pierces more than Steel. 
Pain but the Body can controul, 
The Thoughts no Cord can bind ; 
Love is a Fever in the Soul, 
A Chain which holds the Mind, 
A Chain which holds the Mind. 


8 ON G ILXI. 


O W few among the Thouſand Pairs, 
By Wedlock doom'd to certain Cares, 
Are fit the Yoke to bear, | 
Are fit the Yok to bear? 

The huſband claims his ſovereign Right, 
The Wife runs counter out of Spight, 
And does her Vows forſwear, 

And does her Vows forſwear* 

But ſome there are, whom mutual Love 

Does prompt with free Conſent to move, 
Submiſſive to their Fate, Submiſptrve, &c. 


Thrice happy 1s that prudent He, 
Thrice happy is that prudent She, 
| Bleſ'd with fo kind a Mate, Bleſi d with, &c. 


Should I and Celia ever join, 

I would be her's, and ſhe'd be mine; 
For we two would be One, 
For we two would be One. 


Complying with each other's Will, 
Of gen'rous Love would take our Fill, 
Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done, 
Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done. SONG 


(55). 
SONG LXII. 


WIe my Shepherd, how welcome to me 


Is ev'ry Occaſion of meeting with thee? 
4 7 But when Fam abſent, how joyleſs am T? 
Contented methinks, I could fit down and die, 
Contented methinks, I could fit dowu and die. 
rail at the Hour, that ſo ſlowly does move, 
While I'm at a Diſtance from all that I love; 
With Weeping complain of my ill-natur'd State, 
rail at my Being, and curſe my hard Fate, 
1 J rail, &c. 
With trifling Amuſements ſome Time I beguile 
My Cares for a Moment, and chearfully ſmile ; 
hut quickly thy Image returns to my Soul, 
And in my ſad Boſom new Hurricanes rowl, 
4 And in my jad, &c. 
No Day can be laſting if thou art not there, 
4 Thy Preſnce alone can thy Shepherdeſs cheer; 
4 * Your Le like a Sun drive all Sorrow away, 
And blel with thy Sight, I coul always be gay, 
"And bleſs'd with thy, &C, 


4 
5 
2 


$ON G LXIIL 


O, Roſe, my Chhe's Boſom grace, 
| Y $ My Chloe's Boſom grace: 
3 How happy ſhould I prove, 
1 How happy ſhouldT prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, | 
With never fading Love. 


There 


(56) 
There Phenix like beneath her Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
In Raptures burn and die. 9 
Know, hapleſs Flower, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there, [8 
More fragrant Roſes there, 
I fee thy with'ring Head reclin'd, 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
With Envy and Deſpair. 


One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
You die with Envy, I with Love. 


SONG LXIV. 


| P ON a Summer's Ev'ning clear, 
Dione, hapleſs Maid, 

All wan with Love, and pining Care, 
Sought out a ſecret Shade : 

How wretched, ah! how chang'd am TI, 
Unhappy Maid, ſaid ſhe ; 

No Scene is pleaſing to my Eye, 
No Flower is ſweet to me, 
No Flower is ſweet to me. 

So many Vows could Collin make 
To me; ah! faithleſs Swain; 

And yet thoſe plighted Vows could break, 
And leave me to complain! 

Why did I raſhly ſeek his Arms, 

Or his fond Tale believe? 

Alas! I yielded all my Charms, 
Nor thought he could deceive, 

Nor thought he could deceive. 


Vet 
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J Cs.) 
iN Wer why of Roſes ſuch a Store, 


q And Lillies on my Face; 

Since Lucy now can pleaſe you more, 

* And claim your fond Embrace? 
My brighter Eyes I'd willing give, 

Reſign my roſy Hue; 

4 Content with Lucy's Charms I'd live 

1 A rural Maid for you, 

A rural Maid for you. 

But Collin's deaf, when I upbraid, 
Nor heeds when I complain; 

A hinks not that Tm the injur'd Maid, 
And he the perjur'd Swain: 

et know, falſe Man, Dione's Shade 

1 To fright you ſhall appear; 

And when you climb the Marriage-Bed, 


2 2 7” ee 
1 1 


Dione will be there, 
Dione will be there. 


Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 

4 No Quiet i in my Mind ; 

Tho' ne'er could be a happier Swain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 


l aſk Relief from Smart; 

20 WM only gives me Looks of Scorn, 
Alas! *twill break my Heart. 

y Rivals, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold ; 

zut ſurely I a Heaven adore, 

Too precious to be 0/4 ! 


For when (as long her Chain I've worn) 


Can 


(583) 

Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize, 
For Wealth and not Deſert, 

And my poor Sighs and Tears depiſe? 

Alas! twill break my Heart. 


When like ſome panting; hov'ring Dove, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 

And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me Friend. 

Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain I ftrive, 
To act a healing Part; 

*T'will keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas! 'twill break my Heart. 


When on my lonely penſive Bed 
I lay me down to Reſt ; | 
In Hopes to calm my raging Head, 
And cool my burning Breaſt ; 
Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies, 
With ſome ſad Dream I ſtart ; 
All drown'd in Tears I find my Eyes, 
And breaking feel my Heart. 


Then riſing, thro' the Path I rove, 

. That leads me where ſhe dwells: 

There to the ſenſeleſs Ways my Love 

Its mournful Story tells. 

With Sighs I view and kiſs the Door, 
Til Morning bids depart : 

Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more, 
Alas ! *twill break my Heart. 


But, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won 

When TI am gone and cold; 
Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when ' tis told. 


Forf 


a (59) 
For ev'ry lovely generous Maid 

, Will take my 1njur'd Part ; 
And curſe thee, Sylvia, Pm afraid, 
For breaking my poor Heart. 


SONG LXVL 


ILL me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 

: Large as my capacious Soul ; 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 

a Valit as my 'Thirft is, 

Tt it have Depth enough to be my Grave; 
I mean the Grave of al! my Care; 
For I dcign to bury't there; 

Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 

= Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres. 

: 4 5 that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Amongſt the Stars, fill me a Bowl, 

A mighty Bowl, 

k Large as my capacious Soul, 


1 SONO LXVII. 
Herever P'm going, and all the Day long, 

Abroad or at Home, or alone in aT hrong, 
1 and that my Paſlion's fo lively and ſtrong, 

; #1 nat your Name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill in 

; my Song. 

4 Hing Ralinumone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

z Þulinamone Ora, aa Kiſs of your ſeweet Lips for me. 

Since the firſt Time I ſaw you, I take no Repoſe 
ſueep all the Day to forget Half my Woes ; ; 
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Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 
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80 hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick 1 fear it will burn thro? my Cloaths. 
Sing Balinamone, &c | 

Your pretty black Hair for me. 


In my Conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my Grave, 


Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave; 
And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 


Sing Balinamone, &c. | 
Your pre. U black Eyes for me. 
On that happy Day, when | mike you my Bride, 
With a ſwindging long Sword, how I'll firut Þ* 

and I'll ftride ! % 

In a Coach and fix Horſes with Honey PII ride, 
As before you I walk tothe Church by your Side. 
Sing; Balinamone, &C. * 


x 

4 
Yeur little white Fift for me. q 

1 


SONG LXVIII. 


F good Engliſh Beer our Songs let's raiſe, þ 
We've a Right by our Freedom Charter; 

And follow our brave Forefathers Ways, 4 
Who liv'd in the Days of King Aribur: “ 
Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 
Beer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit; 5 
In Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were bold, 
And flouriſh'd by Dint of Merit. 5 
CHORUS. 


Then lihe them crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 


And take them off clever, 
Te all true Engliſh Souls, 


— 


(6861) | 
And O14 England, Old England, for ever, 
| Huzza Old England for ever, | 
Huzza Old England for ever; 
O1 England, Old England, 
” Huzza Old England tor ever. 


The Glory in Love or War they won, 
Buy Fighting, Retreats, and Sallies, 
Was from the Production ef their own 
"7 Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies ; 
All foreign Attempts they diſdain, 
Ar 


So fir'd with Reſolution ; ö 
oz or Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution. 


CHORUS. 
Then like them crown aur Bowls, &c. 


T 

[4 

4 

* them let us fill, and drink, and ſing, 
1.6 all who our State are aiding; ; | 

Jo Commerce, that our Wealth does bring, 

; . And every Branch of our | rading. 

ie, By Commerce all Grandeur we ſultain, 

er; That makes a powerful Nation; 


Then let us agree, and wich Vigour maintain 


15 2 Our Trade and our Navigation. 
_ CHORUS. 
old, x Then like them crown our Bowls, &c, 
9 SONG LXIX, 
O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
: Ambition is nothing to nie; 
Hhe one Thing T beg of kind Heaven to grant, 
* a Mind independent and free. 


Ho 


8) 
With Paſſion unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Liſe let me ſquare; 
The Wants of my Nature are chiefly ſupply'a, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


The Bleſſings, which Providence freely has lem 
III juſtly and gratefully prize; | 
While ſweet Meditation and cheartut Content 
Shall make me both healthy and wile. 3 
In the Pleatures the great Man's Poſſeſſions di. 3 
play, 3 | Þ 
Dnenvy ' I'll challenge my Part; 2 
For ev'ry fair Object my Eyes can ſurvey, Þ 
Contributes to gladden my Heart. Kt 
How vainly, through infinite Trouble and StriiF 4 
The many their Labours employ! 3 
Since all that 1s truly delightful m Life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 
SON G LXX. 


YHILLIS has enchanting Art, 
That the youthful can enſnare ; 
Firſt ſhe wins the Lover's Heart, 
And then leaves him to deſpair. 


With her Looks and flatt'ring Wiles, 
She too ſoon a Conqueſt gains; 

Makes him Captive with her Smiles, 
Then ſhe leaves him in his Chains. 


Swans, beware, the Danger ſhun ; 
Fly the Magic of her Eyes; 

From the fly Enchantreſs run, 

| Left you ſoon become her Prize. 


The Hook lies beneath the Bait; 
She with Smiles will draw you on; 


(. 03.) 


Put you 'N find, when 'tis too late, 
| That you're by her Frowns undone. 


; SONG LIXXI. 


7 i 
4 


S Chloe in the Garden ſtray'd 


| Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, 


7 wand'ring Bee approach'd the Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm. 


The curious Inſect thither flew 


To taſte the fragrant Bloom; 


Put with a thouſand Sweets in View 
It tound a ſudden Doom. 
For ſoon as Chloe's Arm receiv'd, 


And felt the little Sting, 


4 fer nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 
The too advent'rous Thing: 


©h! could that ſhort-liv'd tender Smart 
i The Nymph to Pity move, 
J would teach her to regard the Heart 


4 She wounds with endleſs Love. - 


SONG LXXII. 


[ A Wake, my Love, with genial Ray, 


T The Sun returning glads the Day; 
Lake! the balmy Zephyr blows, 

Ihe Hawthorn blooms, the Daiſie glows; 
The Trees regain their verdant Pride ; 
C he Turtle wooes his tender Bride ; 

Jo Love each Warbler tunes the Song, 
And Fiſh in Dimples glide along. 

1 more than blooming Daiſies fair! 


wth 


IS». 


: ore fragrant than the vernal Air! 
ore gentle than the Turtle Dove, 


r Streams that murmur thro' the Grove! 
34 Bethink - 


(64) 

Bethink thee all is on the Wing, 

- Thoſe Pleaſures wait on waſting Spring, 
J hen come the tranſient Bliſs enjoy, 
Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will cloy. 


SONG LXXIII. 
C OM FE live with me, and be my Love, 


Anc we will all the Pleature prove 
7 at Hills and Vallies, Dales and Fields, 
And all the craggy Mountain yields; 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, 
And ee the Sheplerds feed their Flocks, 
By ma low Rivers, to whole Falls 
Melodious Piros fing Madrigals, 
Melou1ous Buds fing Madrigals. 
A Belt of Straw and Ivy Buds 
With Cora! Claſps, and Amber Studs; 
And if thoic Pllaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my Love ; 
The Shepherd Swains ſhall dance and fine, 
For thy Delight, each May Morning; 
It thoſe Delig ats thy Mind may move, © 
Then live with me and be my Love, *. 
Then hve wita me and be my Love. 4 


SONG LXXIV. 


OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting Foe to Love? 
And when we meet a mutual Heart 
Come in between and bid us part ; 
Bid us ſigh on from Day to Day, 
Ad with, and with the Soul away, 
Till Youta and genial Years are flown, 
And all the Life of Lite is gone? 


(65) 


- buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou, 

N To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs Vow; 

4 Lne Heart from Pleaſure to delude 
To join the Gentle to the Rude: 

1 For once, O Fortune, hear my Prayer ; 
And I ablolve my future Care; 

All other Bleſſings I reſign, 

ö ake but the dear Amanda mine. 


SONG LXXV. 


Addreſs to Liberty. 
ATREST Daughter of the Skies, 
Hither turn thy radiant Eyes; 

* They as Lovers here ſhall trace 
Every Charm, every Charm, every Charm, 
* 2 Every Charm, and every Grace ; 

Sons of Wiſdom, who admire, 

Zons of Virtue all on Fire. 
4 | Sons of i dom, &c. 
Hither, Goddeſs, hither turn, 

Pritons for thy Beauties burn; 
Either, Goddeſs, hither turn, 
*$-itons for thy Beauties burn. 


SONG LXXVI. 


DEE, Daphne, ſee, Florells cry'd, 
+ And learn the ſad Effects of Pride, 

Jon ſhelter'd Roſe how cloſe conceal'd, 

ow quick]y blaſted when reveal'd : 
The Sun, with warm attractive Rays, 

C F'empts it to wanton in the Blaze; 

1 Gale ſucceeds from eaſtern Skies, 

5 nd all its bluſhing Beauty dies, 

Ind all its bluſhing Beauty dies. 


E 3 So 
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(66) 
So you, my Fair, with Charms divine, 
Will quit the Plain at Court to ſhine; 
Where Fame's tranſporting Rays allure, 
Though here more happy, more ſecure. 
The Breath of ſome neglected Maid 
Will made you ſigh you left the Shade; 
A Breath to Beauty's Bloom unkind, 
As to the Roſe the eaſtern Wind. 
The Nymph reply'd, you firſt, my Swain, 
Confine your Sonnets to the Plain ; 4 
One envious Tongue alike diſarms 
You of your Wit, me of my Charms. 
Unheard, what is the tuneful Shrill, 
Or, if unknown, the Poet's Skill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming Mein, 
Or what the Roſe's Bluſh unſeen ? 


8 O N.G-LXXVIL 


H O' Baucis and I are both ancient an 

poor, 35 * 

We never yet drove the D iſtreſs d from our Doo 
But ſtill of our little a little can ſpare, 17 
To thoſe who, like us, Life's Infirmities bear. 
Come, come, my good Friends, let us go, 

together, | 1 

A Cup of good Liquor will keep out the Weat he 

Our Hearts they are gentle, tho' out Means ag 

but ſmall ; FE: 

You're heartily welcome, and that's beſt of WM 
You're welcome at our humble Board to part 

Of a Jug of good Ale, and a good Barley CaitW 
A good roaring Fire as high as your Noſe, Þ| 

A cleanly warm Bed your old Limbs to repoſe |. 
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( 67 ) 
We know no Ambition, we have no Eſtate, 
No Porter to worry the Poor from our Gate; 
We earn what we ſpend, and we pay as we go: 
It were not amiſs if the Rich would do fo. 


SONG LXXVIII. 


FROST of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink, 
| Oblequious to the Mute and me; 
For once endure the Pain to think, | 
O tweet Inſenſibility. 
Siſter of Peace and Indolence, 
Bring Mute, bring Numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of Senſe, 
And ſweetly thoughtleſs let them flow, 
Sweetly thoughtleſs let them flow. 


Near to ſome Cowſlips painted Mead, 
There let me doſe away dull Hours; 
And under me let Flora ſpread 
A Sopha of her fineſt Flowers, 
Where, Philomel, your Notes you breathe, 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring Pine; 
While Murmurs of the Stream bencath 
Still flow in Uniſon with thine, 
Flow in Uniſon with thine. 
For thee, O Idleneſs! the Woes 
Of Life we patiently endure ; 
Thou art the Source whence Labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure. 
For who would bear War's Toil and Waſte, 
Or who the Thund'ring of the Sea, 
But to be idle at the laſt, 
And find a pleaſing End in thee, 
And find a pleaſing End in thee ? 


SONG 


Have I offended ? Tell me how. 


( 68) 
SONG LXXIX. 


| ELL me, my Delia, tell me why 
1 My kindeſt Words and Looks you fly? 
What means that Frown upon your Brow ? 


What means that Frown upon thy Brow ? 
_ Havel offended ? Tell me how. 
Some Change has happen'd in your Heart, 
Some Rival there has ſtol'n a Part; 


Reaſon thoſe Fears might diſapprove, r 
But, oh! I fear becauſe J love. . 

Reaſon thoſe Fears might diſapprove, * 
But, oh ! I fear, becauſe I love. | B 

SONG LXXX. 4 

ROM Clime to Clime my Heart ſhall rove, 1 

II view the Fair, yet mult not love, 1 


| J view, &c. 
With wanton Beauty often fir'd 
But, oh! how vain when not admir'd. 
Am ITth' unhappy Man alone, 
Of Love and Beauty doom'd the Scorn? 

| Of Lowe, &c. 
Muſt ſordid Gold the Mind controul, 
Enſlave the Will, ard bribe the Soul? 
With ſober Scorn I' treat the Sex, 
And ne'er with Love my Heart perplex. | 

| And neer, &. |: 

Still Cupid ſend ſome generous Fair, 
To eaſe my Grief, and end my Care. 
As thus the penſive Shepherd ſtood, 
And ſighing view'd th' fulgent Flood; 
| | And fighing, &C. 
The Tritons gaz'd to hear him mourn, | 
And thus reply'd from vocal Horn: Forbear, 


(69) 
Forbear, dear Youth, the plaintive Song, 
Nor blindly cenſure Fate with Wrong, 
| Nor blindly, &e. 
= fearful Strephon coldly flies, a 
| chile baſhful Amaryllis dies. 
„„ | 
HE Morning is charming, all Nature is gay, 
Away, my brave Boys, to your Horſes 
away; 
BF or the prime of our Pleaſure, and queſting the 
Hare, 
woe have not as much as a Moment to ſpare. 
HO R U. 8 
ak the lively toned Horn, (ſounds, 
How melodious it ſounds, how melodious it 
To the muſical Song, to the muſical Song of the 
merry- mouth d Hounds, 
In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find her below; 
EY > Soho! cries the Huntſman ; hark to him, Soho! 
See! where ſhe goes, and the Hounds have a 
{ View; 
. Such Harmony Handell himſelf never knew. 
8 CEO RON 2D, 
þ gu Hedges, and Ditches, to us are no Bounds, 
: But the World is our own while we follow 
5 the Hounds. „ (hey! 
Hold, hold, 'tis a Double; hark, hey! Bowler, 


8 


5 N If a Thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand' all ye; 
His Beauty ſurpaſling her Truth has been try'd, 
7 At the head of the Pack an infallible Guide. 
CH OR: US. 
: Ja his Cry the wide Mellin with Thunder re- 


ſounds, _ 


I The Darling of Hunters, the Glory of Hounds. 


3 O'er 
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3 
O'er Highlands and Lowlands, and Woodlands 
we fly, (Cry; 
Our Horſes full Speed, and our Hounds in full 
So match'd in their Mouths, and ſo even they run, 
Like the Trine of the Spheres, and the Race of 
the Sun. 
CH 0 8: U-:S. 
Health, Joy, and Felicity dance in the Rounds, 
And bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and Hounds. 
The old Hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Sign, 
That the Hare (tho' a tout one) begins to decline; 
hace of two Hours or more ſhe has led, 
e's down, look about ye, they have her, ſhe's 
dead. 
| C1 WU A UA 
How glorious a Death to be honour'd with Sounds 
Of Horns, and a Shout to the Chorus of Hound:! 
Here's a Health to all Hunters, and long be their 
Lives ; (Wives, 
May they never be croſt by their Sweethearts or 
May they rule their own Paſſions, and ever at 
Reſt, KR. 
As the moſt happy Men, be they alſo the beſt. 


SC R-O-K-Þ 
And free from the Care which the m urrounds, 


Be happy at laſt, when they ſee no moe Hounds. 
SONG IXXXII. 
J laſt, my dear Chloe, reveal, 
And let me no longer complain ; 
Why thus you return cold Neglect, 
And treat my fond Love with Diſdain : 
Conſider the Minutes they fly, 
And ſwiftly are poſting away ; 
The Fruit which in Bloom we admire; 
We nauſeate when gone to Decay. Obſerve 
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(Tx) 


: 3 Obſerve the young Lilly fo fair, 
And Roſe with its freſh-colour'd Hue, 


| 5 The Flow' r that the Morning brought forth, 
f | Muſt fall with the Evenii, 2 Dew. 

[7 Conſent, therefore, make no Delay, 

But follow this Maxim in Life ; 

'* Nought's worſe than the Name of old Maid, 


) E off "yp 

Or better than that of a Wife. 

= SONG LXXXIII. 

” i TX) HILE ſome for Pleaſure waſte their 
= *'TIween Play-h oute and the Bagnio; 
I'll fave myſelf, and without Stealth, 

Love and careſs my Nanny O: 

she bids more fair t'engage a 7ove, 


ir = Than Leda dic, or Danae O; 
« Mere I to paint the Queen of Love, 
9 


r Vone elle ſhould ſhould fit but Nanny O. 
it RN 
: My bonny, bunny Nanny O, 
4 My lovely, charming Nanny O; 
. care not thun the World ſhould know 
8 0 How dearly ] lobe Nanny O. 
„„ How joy fully my Spirits riſe, 


When dancing ſhe moves finely O! 
What Joys [ promiſe from her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle fo divinely O] 
Venus, attend my Vows, w chile 1 
Breathe in the bleſt Fritannio; 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 
As long as I have Nanny O. 
F 
My bonnv, benny Nanny, Oc. 
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(72) 
SONG LXXXIV. 
\. here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 


Where Arno rolls his filver Stream; 
How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay ! 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay. 
The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; 
All look'd as Joy could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride; 
Now Arns's Sons muſt all give Place 

To Northern Men, an iron Race. 
Thy Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er, 

Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 3 
Adieu, the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 'T 
SONG LXXXV. * 
N a Day, alack the Day! 


Love, whoſe Month is ever May, 3 
Spy'd a Bloſſom paſſing fair, | ie 


Playing in the wanton Air: An 


Through the Velvet Leaves, the Wind, Ar 
All unſeen, Gan Paſſage find: 8 
That the Lover ſick to Death, 

Wiſh'd himſelf the Heaven's Breath: 


Air, quoth he, thy Cheeks may blow; 
Air, would I might triumph fo; 

But, alack, my Hand is ſworn ! | 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy Thorn: 


(73) 
Pow, alack! for Youth unmeet, 

Tou ſo apt to pluck a Sweet. 
6 Vow, alack ! for Youth, &c. 


Do not call it Sin in me, 

That I am forſworn for thee: 

Thou, for whom e'en Jove would ſwear, 
Fund but an Ethiop were; 

2 deny himſelf for Jove, 

Turning Monal for thy Love. 

And deny bimſelf, &c. 
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S ON G LXXXVI. 


—— — 


Wiſh and long for that which 1, 

1 By Cuttom forc'd, muſt needs deny; 
Y $1tom forc'd, muſt needs deny, 
How hard's a Virgin's Fate ? 


15 frown, Alexis I am bid, 

And if I (mile, am ſnubb'd and chid, 
And if I ſmile am ſnubb'd ind chid, 

> Who'd live at ſuch a Rate? 


5 3 
9 


— os 8 5 8 . 1 . 


We the prevailing Powers above, 

And Cupid, the kind God of Love, 
And Cupid, the king God of Love, 

Decreed us for cach other; 


let Hymen light nis Torch, Ldare 
je thine without a Bluſh or Fear, 
thine without a Bluſh or Fear, 
To imitate ,my Mother, 
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SONG LXXXYVI. 


Trephon, why thy cloudy Forehead, 
Why ſo vainly croſs'd thoſe Arms ? 
Silly Swain, thy Aſpect horrid 
Rather frightens her, than charms. 
Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, 
Fling away thy Myrtle Wreath ; 
Bumpers large of generous Claret 
Make thee Love and Raptures breathe: 
Sacrifice this Juice prolific, 
To each Letter of her Name; 
Bacchus deem'd it a Specttic, 
Why not Mortals do the ſame ! 
Sce the high-charg'd Goblet ſmiling 
ids thee Strephon drink and prove, 
Wine's the Liquor molt beguiling, 
Wine's the Weapon conquers Love. 


SONG LXXXVIL 


XE E, Flora, how the new-blown Role 
Blooms like thy beauteous Face; 

' Youth doth its rip'ning Charms diſcloſe, 
And perfects ev'ry Grace. 

Its Virgin Sweets perfume the Air, 
And then its Pride decays ; 

so will it be with thee, my Pair, 
When paſt thy youthful Days. 


No April can revive thy Charms, 
No Sun can light thine Eyes; 

goft Love will leave thy ſnowy Arms, 

When Age begins to riſe, 


Thel 


; 1759 
& T'ben, Flora, let my Paſſion move 
Four Pity for my Pain; 

be the Voice of gentle Love, 
Love and be lov'd again. 


8 ON G LXXXIX. 


| * Chloe oer the Meadow paſt, 
| [ view'd the lovely Maid, 


ht 


And fear d by me to be embrac'd ; 
My Eyes my Wich betray'd. 
Lfollou' d cloſe, while {till ſhe flew, 
Along the verdant Plain; 

The Graſs at length my Rival grew, 
0 caught my "Chlee by the Shoe; 
ler Speed was then in vain. 


|. $DONG-XC 


OUNG Damon once a jolly Swain, 
| His Muſic charm'd the lining; Plain, 
= Attentive to his Glee ; 
y 'hile Nymphs around bien us'd to throng, 
ge tun'd his Flute, and all his Song 
7 Was, I love Liberty, 
Was, 1 love Liberty. 


Vaht Chloe, ev'ry Shepherd's Care, 
d Flavia, faireſt of the Fair, 
Are now no longer free; 
Dy Delia felt unuſual Pain, 
| grieve to hear that Damen's Strain 
 [EVas, I love Liberty, 
The Was, I love Liberty. | 
F 3 The 


$:c turn'd and bluſh'd, renew'd her Haſte, 


1 
* 

1 

3.3: 
8 
15 
„ 
1 

7 

3 

"i 

TP 

© 

1 

. 

v2 

1 

"75% WY 

1 

; = - 

E 4 

5 5 

LEY = 
; 2 

=_ 

FA 8 © 

o * 

5 85 

2 
TRIES 
LEE 
> 1] 
* 
1 

3 

In 

* 

F: "4 

Y I 

. 

** 
, 
4 + 

1 
OY. 

1 
1 
. 

71 yp 
* j 
K. 

i NY 
1 

* 7 
* 

1 

1 
1 
7 1 T 

N 

vin 

4 . 

+8 

1 i" 

5 

N . 

* 

„ 1 

1 7 

1 

#1 = 


6 
| 
; 
* 
7 
= 


— 
ay —— Ng =) * * — 
— 53 8 — — — — 
— —¾ 1 " 2 —— 
. —— — — 1 - — 
= — — 


— mo 
—— r . 2. —_— — — = 


TERS 
—— 

— 
”—_— 


— . 
— 
3 — 


— —— 
—ä——— 0c — — — —— to 4 
— » —_ 
WED. et — 


— — 
1 


OR ů — — A. 


— — N 
— — — 
— - — e I 


—ä— IS 
——— 


2 A: K — 
— . _- — — 52 2 — * 
nn _- «> 


But now they fear his wily Tongue, 
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What Fool is he the Shadow ſeeks, 
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The Vouth, by Inclination ſway'd, 
A kinder Tune had often play'd 


To every charming She; 


For all he ſaid, and all he ſung, 
Was, I love Liberty, 
Was, I love Liberty. 


S0NG-XCL 


E LL me not of a Face that's fair, Þ* 
Nor Lip and Cheek that's red; 
Nor of the Treſſes of her Hair, 
Nor Curls in Order ſpread. 
Nor of a rare Seraphic Voice, 
Like that an Angel fings ; 


Tho' if I were to take my Choice, . 

I would have all thoſe Things. He: 
But if that thou wilt have me love, EP] 
And it muſt be a She, —_ 
'The only Argument can move, 0 


Is that She will love me, 

Is that She will love me. 
The Glories of your Ladies be 
But Metaphors of Things: 
And but reſemble what we ſee, 

Each common Object brings.“ 


Roſes out-red their Lips and Cheeks, 
Lillies their Whiteneſs ſtain: 


And may the Subſtance gain? _ Þ 
Then if you'd have me love a Lals, he 
Let it be one that's kind; fa 
Elſe I'm a Servant to the Glaſs 11 


That's with good Claret lin'd. S O N 


PFis not her. Shape, for there the Fates, 


In fort, 'tis that provoking Charm 


(77) 
SONG XCIL 

ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 

And Celia has undone me; 

pd yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how, 

The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 

Tis not her Face that Love creates, 

For there no Graces revel; 


2 


is not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, | 
Have rather been uncivil. 


i not her Air, for ſure in that 

There's nothing more than common; 
And all her Senſe is only Chat, 

Like any other Woman. 

Her Voice, her Touch, might give th' Alarm, 
Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 


Of Celia all together. 
£ SONG XCIIL 


9 Damon, on a Summer's Day, 

1 Belide a Brook began his Lay; 

the cooling Waters paſs'd along, 

Weil pleas'd at Damon's happy Song; 

Wz Theme was Love; for Delia's Charms 
ad won the Shepherd to her Arms, 

Had won the Shepherd to her Arms. 


w bleſs'd am I, who only know 

me Joys of Love, which ever flow? 

Far Scenes of Tranſport now appear, 

jule Truth and Love are all my Care. 
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But Prudence vainly quits her Sight, 


ECP. ICDL TORT, 
- — = — —. —̃ —v— 
— a — — — 22 = 2 
- 


—_ — 
— — 


— — —— MES LEI 
— === —— 


— 
— — — — 


(78) | 
Hear then, ye Waters, Birds and Groves, Fo: 
That Delia's kind, and Damon loves, | 


That Delia's kind and Damon loves. 1 
She, as the Morn, is true and fair, 1 7 
Sweet as the Roſe and Violet are; 7 
Our Hearts in mutual Bliſs ſhall live, ur 
No more can bounteous Nature give: 1 
Fach Tree ſhall hence our Paſſion tell, For 
That Shepherds liv'd, and lov'd fo well, In 


That Shepherds liv'd, and lov'd ſo well 11 
SONG XCIV. | 


F Beauty can alone invite, 
Abſence may heal our Pain; 


Whoſe Worth and Senſe remain ; | 
But Prudence vainly quits her Sight, Ir 
Whoſe Worth and Senſe remain. 1 


The faireſt Face we may deſpiſe. 
Which hides a. fooliſh Mind; 

But Reaſon guides the Lovers Eyes, 
Whoſe Charms and Wit are join'd ; 
But Reaſon, c. 

Caucht by thy Perſon, and thy Senſe, 
»Tis both alike I fear; 

For if the Eye could make Defence, 
You'd conquer by the Ear, 

For if the Eye, Cc. 

SONG XCV.-: 

JN vain the Force of Female Arms, 

In vain their offer'd Love; 

Not Air, or Smile, not all their Charms, 

My Paſſion can remove; 


(79) 
S, * all that's fair and good I find 
hn Chlre's Form, and CHoc's Mihd, 
In Chlhe's Form, and Chhe's Mind. 


havin ſhines in Gems and Gold, 
Adorn'd with all her Arts; 

But no rich Chains my Heart can hold, 
* Unpierc'd by Diamond Darts; 

For all that's rich and fair I find 

* Chloe's Form, and CHloe's Mind, 

| In Clees Form, c. 


Let others all their Wit diſplay. 
Wbich dazzles where it kills; 

j Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 
Nor Light, nor Heat, it feels; 
For all that's bright and gay I find 
4 Chhe's Form, and Chloe's Mind, 
3 In Chlze's Form, c. 


0 Mary, now, theſe Notes give o'er,- 
Wich once had Power to wound ; 
1 Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 

But mix with common Sound ; 
All Grace and Harmony I find 
h Chloe's Form, and CHloe's Mind, 

In Chloe's Form, c. 


SONG 


XCVI. 


i Treaſure, 


I F 4 


N A T Cato adviſes moſt certainly wif is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes toplay 
Jo mingle ſweet Pleaſure, with Search after 


N Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day; 
And 


37 4 


(8%) - | 

And while the dull Miſer eſteems himſelf Wiſer, : 

His Bags will decreaſe while his Health d 

[: decay; A 

Our Sou!s we enlighten, our FanGerwe bright, 

And paſs the long Ev'ning in Pieaſures away 
All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide Party, 
With ſorge tender Fair the bright Bure 

is crown'd ; 4 

Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venits delights 1; Sh 

While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown A. 

See here's our Phyſician, we know no Ambit: 


But where there's good Wine and go 4 
Company found; r 

Thus happy together, in Spite of all Weathe 15 
Tis Sunſbine and Summer with us the re W 
round. . 
SONG XCVI. . 

L V, Care, to the Winds, thus I blow the 5 
away, 4 
Vil drown thee in Wine if you dare but to tt 


With Bumpers of Claret my Spirits F'll rait . 
Til laugh, and PI fing, all the reſt of my Day 


Great Bacchus this Moment adopts me his So 

And brightens my Fancy with "Tranſports ut 
known ; 

The ſparkling Liquor new Vigour ſupplies, 

And makes, the Nymph kind who before was to 
wiſe, 

Then, dull ſober Mortals, be happy with mt 

Two Bottles of Claret will make us agree ; 

Will open your Eves to ſee Phillis's Charm 

Her Coyneſs wath down, ſhe will fly to yo!} 
Arms. SONY 
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" SONG Xcvin. 


TS AIR Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman, 
3» With Fears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
pe Young Thomas lov'd no other Woman, 
hut left his Heart with her at Home; 
1; She view'd the Sea from off the Hill, 
And, as ſhe turn'd the Spinning-W heel, 
"|. Sung of her bonny Seaman. 
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The Winds blew loud, and ſhe grew paler, 

de To fee the Weather-cock turn round; 

ei When lo! ſhe ſpy'd her bonny S:ilor 
Come ſinging o'er the fallow Ground; 
Vith nimble Haſte he leap'd the Stile, 
And Sally met him with a Smile, 

hep And hugg'd her bonny Sailor. 


| Faſt round the Waiſt he took his Sally, 
But firſt around his Mouth wip'd he; 
Like hame-bred Swain he could not dally, 
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Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 
And brings a Heart for Salh. 


This Knife, the Gift of lovely Sally, 
I ſtill have kept for thy dear Sake; 

And oftentimes, in am'rous Folly, 

Thy Name has carv'd upon the Deck; 


2 hut kiſs'd and preſs'd her with a Glee; 
50 Frhr. Winds and Waves, and darking Rain, 


bm gain the happy Pledge returns, 
oute tell how truly Tommy burns, 
\ How true he burns for Salty. 


F 5 This 


| ("$2 ) 
This Thimble did'ſt thou give to Salh, 
When this I ſee, I think of you; 


Then why does Tom ſtand Shill J. ſhall !, 


While yonder Steeple's in our View? 
Tom, never to Occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the willing Mind, 
And went to Church with Sally. 


SONG Xe. 


E A R Collin, prevent my warm Bluſhe, 


Since now [I can ſpeak without Pan, 
For my Eyes have oft told you my Withs, 


O c:in't you that Meaning explain! 
My Pailion would loſe by Expreſſion, 
And you might too cruelly blame; 
How can you expect a Confeſſion 
Of what is tao tender to name? 
Since yours is the province of Speaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 


Tho' my Wiſhes were ſtill in your Keeping, 8 


Till you told me what they ſhould be. 
Then, prithee, why don't you diſcover ? 


Did your Heart feel ſuch Torments as mine, 


Eyes need not tell over and over, 
What I in my Breaſt muſt confine. 


SONG C: 


EAR Sally, thy Charms have undone h. 
They've robb'd me of Freedom and Joy; 


Then, deareſt, ſweet Sally, ſmile on me, 
For Death is my Fate if thou'rt 3 
a 


( 833 ) 


4 
q Be cautious, dear Charmer, in ſlaying, 


Since Murder's fo heinous, comply: 


And torture me not with delaying 


What ev'ry croſs Chit can deny. 


Conſider, my Angel, why Nature 


In forming you took fuch Delight; 


Don't think you were made that fair Creature, 


For nought but to dazzle the Sight. 


No, Joe, when he gave you thoſe Graces, 


Intended you wholly for Love; 


And gave you the faireſt of Faces, 
Ihe kindeſt of Females to prove. 


| Beſides, pretty Maiden, remember 


Ihe Flower that's blooming in May 
Is wither'd and ſhrunk in December: 


And caſt unregarded away; 


So it fares with each ſcornful young Charmer, 


Who takes at her Lover Diſtaſte; 


© She trifles till Thirty diſarms her, 


And then dies forſaken at laſt. 
8 ON. G CL 


HEN the bright God of Day 
Drove to Weſtward his Ray, 
And the Ev'ning was charming and clear, 
The Swallows amain | 
| Nimbhy ſkim o'er the Plain, 
And our Shadows like Giants appear 


In a Jelfawine Bower, 
When the Bean was in Flower, 


And 


. 
And Zephyrs breath'd Odours around ; 
Lovely Sylvia was et, | 
With her Song and Spinnet, 


Roſy Bowers ſhe ſung; 

While the Harmony rung, 

And the Birds all fluttering drive; 
The induſtrious Bees, . 
From the Flowers and Trees, 


The gay God of Love, 
As he rang'd o'er the Grove, 
By Zephyrs conducted along; 
As ſhe touch'd o'er the Strings, 
He beat Time with his Wings, 
And Eccho repeated the Song. 
O ye Rovers, beware, 
How you venture too near, 
For Love will you doubly wound; 
Your Fate you can't ſhun, 
But you're ſurely undone, 
If you raihly approach near the Sound. 
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J Celia, unveil thoſe bright Eyes, 


The un has illumin'd the Skies, 
The Sky-Lark is now on the Wing; 
The Shepherds their Cottages leave, 
And Zephyrs ſoit Gales do difcloſe ; 
Then ſome of the Odours receive 
Which Flora now kindly beſtows. 


1. And view the Delights of the Spring; 


To charm all the Groves with her Soune | 3 


Gently hum with their Sweets to their Hive. þ 
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Je Beauties around me do throng, 


And Flowers now gaily appear; 
Jegardleſs I ſtill paſs along, 

They charm not till Delia is here: 
Then, beauteous Delia, ariſe, 

And haſte with your Strephon away; 
Iſpect both the Earth and the Skies, 
The Wonders of Nature ſurvey. 


; 8s ON G cl. 
Y Fair, Ye Swains, is gone aſtray, 
gath'ring Flowers the other Day; 


Ah! lead her Home, ye gentle Swains, 


Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 


And bring me ſafely, o'er the Plains, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


| Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind, 

| and if you'l! be ſo jut and kind, 

Il give you certain Marks to find 
My Phillis, &c. 

; V'hene'er a charming Form you ſee, 

gderenely grave, ſedately free, 


| Ard mildly gay, it mult be the, 
Is Phillis, &c. 


4 dot boldly bare, or half undreſs'd, 
gut under Cover ſlightly preſs'd, 


* 


ſecret plays the little Breaſt 
Of Phillis, &C. 


The little Wanderer Toft her Way, 


Por Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis, 
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No Simile ſhall here be brought, 


(86) 
When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near; 


Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my Dear, 
T'is Phillis, &c. 


'The Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, 

Has every Grace in every Part, | 

With murdering Eyes, vet harmleſs Heart; 
Is Phillis, &c. | 


Whoſe Teeth are like an Ivory Row, 
Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, | B 
Whoſe Face, like—Nothing that I know, Þt * 


Is Phillis, Rc. = KK 
But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate, 1 
The Gods, who. form'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, ES 

As Phillis, &c. F 


Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flower, 

Which ſo exemplifies their Power, 

Will guard, in every dang'rous Hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SONG CIV. 
Ttend, ye ever tuneful Swains, ! 
That, in melodious lulling Strains, 
Of Chloe ſing or Phillis ; | 5 
Tho' weak my skill, tho' rude my Verſe, | 
Upbraid me not while I rehearfe Y 
The Charms of Polly Willis. | 
Tho' languid I, and poor in Thought, : 
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( 87 ) 


From Roſes, Pinks, or Lillies; 
Some meaner Beauties they may hit, 
But ſure no Simile can fit 

The Charms of Polly Willis. 


A Simile to match her Hair, 
Her lovely Forchead, high and fair, 
Beyond my greateit Skill is ; 
How then, ye Gods! can be expreſs'd 
The Eyes, the Lips, the heaving Breaſt 
Of charming Polly Willis? 
She's not like Venus, on the Flood, 
Or as ſhe once on Ida ſtood, 
Nor mortal Amaryllis 
Frame all thac's lovely, bright, and fair, 
Of pleaſing Shape, and killing Air 
And that is Polly Willis. 
The Time for Charms may wear away, 
All Beauty muſt in Time decay, 
Yet in her Power there ſtill is 
A Charm which ſhall her Life endure, 
I mean the ſpotleſs Mind and pure 
Of charming Polly Willis, 


SONG CV. 
* E Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the 
gay Plains, 


Approach from your Sports, and attend to my 
Strains; 

Amongſt all your Number, a Lover ſo true 

Was ne'er ſo undone with ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


Was ever a Nymph fo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine: 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 


But calmly, and mildly, reſigns me to ns 
She 
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She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies, 

She ſmiles when I'm cheartul, but hears not 
my vighs ; | 

A Boſom ſo flinty, fo gentle an Air, 

Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair, 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears, 
Her Anſwer conhfounds, while her Manner ende; 


When loftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 


My trembling Lips bleſs her in Spite of myGrief 


By Night while Uflumber, ftill haunted with Care, 
I ſtart up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the Fair; 
The Fair fleeps in Peace, may the ever dv ſo, 
And only, when dreaming, imagine my Woe 
Then gare at a Diftance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor think the could love whom fhe catinot zchnine; 
Hufh all thy Complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend herto Heav'nand thyfelf to the Grave, 
SONG Ci. 
CO Trephon, with native Freedom bleſs'd, 
No Paſſion long could move; 
No gentle Flame glow'd in his Breaſt, 
Nor ever thought of Love. 
Whene'er he view'd the ſhining Fair, 
"I'was coldly and uncharm'd ; 
Nor Shape, nor Features, nor an Air, 
His icy Boſom wurm'd. 
Oft did he bid his fellow Stains 
Of dangerous Love beware ; 
And often in uthallow'd Strains 
Prophan'd the tender Fair; 


1 


( 89 ) 
But Venus, 26alous to aſſert 
# Her Honour without Stain, 
Bid Love prepare à choſen Dart, 
* To Wound the fivage Swain. 


It No Strephon loves the coldeſt Maid 
That ever gave Deſpair; 

i The Farth is nightly all his Bed, 

1 His Covering the cold Air. 

E Premalion thus, as Poets tell, 

k Was doom'd by Sentence juſt, 

„ bor like Prophaneneſs and Deſpite, 
100 love a marble Buſt 

„ SONG CVIL 

= Ark, Hark, the Fluntſman fornds his Florn, 
f A Cal to Muſic chides the Drone; 

= Ton, ton, &c. 

| © The Clangor wakes the drowly Morn, 

0. ; Ihe Woods echo the fprightly Ton, ton, &c. 


4 Os Ia 


The loud-tongu'd Cry, the Concert fill, 
Our vtceds with Neighinz ſalute the Dawn ; 
Jon, ton, RC, 


h We mount and now we climb the Hill, 
Ihen twitt deſcending ſweep the Lawn, 
b Ton, ton, &C. 
q Ahe diftant Stag our Accent hears, 

Our Accents fatal to him alone; Ton, ton, &c. 


lle rouſing ſtarts, and, wing'd with Fears, 
Forſakes the Thicket, ſeeks the Down. 
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L Ton, ton, &C, 
EAltho' Diana claims the Field, | 
Ihe Woods and oreſts, tho? her own ; 


Jon, ton, Kc. 
'The 
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(: go ) 
The Groves to Venus let her yield, 
Where we may . her ſportive Son. 
Ton, ton, &, 


What Joy to trace the blooming Lafs 
Thro' darkfome Grots with Moſs o'ergrown! 
Ton, ton, & 
What Harmony can ours ſurpaſs, 
When joining Chorus Dove-like moan ? 
Ton, ton, &. 


In various Sports the Day thus ſpent, 
Fatigu'd with Pleaſure when Night come; 
Ton, ton, & 
Our Limbs tho' tir'd, our Hearts content, 
With Wine regaling, Cares we drown. 
Ton, ton, &, 


SONG CVII. 


O Fortune give 1mmortal Praiſe, 
Fortune depoſes, and can raiſe ; 
Fortune the captive Chains does break, 
And brings deſpairing Exiles back; 
However low this Hour we fall, 
One lucky Minute may mend all. 


"Tis Fortune governs all below : 

The Stateſman's Wiles, the Gameſter's Throw, 
The Soldier's Fame, the Merchant's Gains, 
The Lover's Joy, the Priſoner's Chains, 

Are but as Fortune ſhall beſtow, 

*Tis Fortune governs all below. 


SONG IX. 


ADS and Lagſſes, 
Take your Places, 


Hither 


(91) 

Hither merrily repair; 

Piping, ſinging, 

Sporting, ſpringing, 

All for the Honour of our Fair. 

Come all on the Graſs, 

The Day let us paſs, 

With Muſic and Laſſes that love us; 

We reliſh Delight, 

Both by Day and by Night, 

Far better than Lovers above us. 

The great Ones at Court 

Are glutted with Sport, 

„Their Leiſure their Pleaſure deſtroy: 

| But ftill at a Fair, 

A Day's worth a Year; 

And there we all riot in Joy. 
SONG CX. ; 
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. ſpe nt 5 

When along with Belinda I frequently went; 

A thouſand ſoft Tranſports ] felt in my Breaft, 
Which may be imagin'd, yet can't be expreſs'd. 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me alone, 


5 Ido nothing but languiſh, lament, and bemoan ; 
” Im grown a mere Shadow, and all the Folks cry, 


., Alas! poor Alexis is going to die. 


I ſeen ! 


here, 


: Nor Lillies, nor Roſes, nor Violets appear; 
Tel | | 


I Y Time, O ye Shepherds! was merrily 


When Belinda ſmil'd on me, what Sights have 
a (green z 
The Lilly look'd fairer, the Graſs was more 
Ide Vi'let ſmelt ſweeter, more fragrant the Roſe, 
And Flora ſeem'd pleas'd all her Pride to diſcloſe. 
hut now ſhe has left me, ſuch Sights are not 


And 
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(92) 
And Tulips hang drooping whent'er I paſs by 
As much as to ſay —ſoon, Alexis] you'll 3 


We often have fat by the Fountain's clear Þ* 


Spring, 
Where, while to her 1 pip'd, Belinda would ſing; 
The Woods would all warble the Notes of my 
Fair, (there, 


And the Trees kiſs each other becauſe ſhe was 


But now ſhe is gone, how I ſpend the dull Day, 
My Pipe I've neglected, nor know how to play; 
To the Woods where I wander, and breathe 

forth my Pain, 
The Woods all upbraid me, and blab it again, 


Fly ſwifter, ye Minutes! fan faſter, ye Hours! 
And favour my With, ye omnipotent Powers! 
Old Time! be good-humour'd, and hie thee 

away, (Day, 
When Belinda returns you may reſt a whole 


To behold my Belinda, O what would I give! 
To live thus without her, what Torments to live! 
Ye Gods! would you ſoon put an End to my Pain, 
Send back my Belindu, or take back her Swain, | 


SONG CXI. 
HY, Celia, doſt thou ſhun our Sex, 


Of matrimonial Bands afraid ? 
Or 1s't a Pleaſure to perplex, 
That makes thee live ſo long a Maid ? 


Is Man, alas! fo vers'd in Harms, 

That you ſhould from his Converſe fly ? 

Or fear to truſt him with thy Charms, 
Or with thy deater Property. 


Diſtinguiſh, 
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I pininguith, Celia, when you judge, 

4 There is one lover, chaſte, and true; 

Who for thy Bliſs no Pains will grudge, 
Yet think that Service Freedom too. 


Quit the odd Scheme thy Mind has form'd 
4 Of Chaſtity, and Vow of Nuns ; 
$ 1 More happy fe who yields when ſtorm'd, 
, Y And in the Victor's Boſom runs. 


i BY * Muſt the choice Talents Heaven has'lent, 
. 5 Be only in a Napkin laid; FT 


_—— 


2 


Or thy Light in a Meaſure pent,: 
Which ought Abroad to be Glpay d 


F To what Advantage does the Roſe 
In unfrequented Deſerts bloom ? 


5 . Where none its Beauty can diſcloſe, 
6 Or ſwell with Rapture its Perfume. 


Then venture on new Scenes of Liſe, 

Let ev'ry needleſs Fear ſubſide ; 

in, Heaven decrees the virtuous Wife. 
And Nature ſmiling forms the Bride. 


Love, ſportive, ſpreads his purple Wings, 
With gay and flowery Chaplets crown'd, 
lde Muſes ſtrike the trembling Strings, 
And all the Graces dance around. 


SONG OX 


. HEN, Della, leaning on tb y Breaſt, 
What Tranſports of Delight I feel! 
| 2 abia's balmy Sweets ! taſte, 

iſh, When! thy Lips with Kiſſes ſeal! 

What 
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| (94) 
What Bliſs each tender Look beſtows! | 
What pleaſing Pangs my Boſom ſwell, 4 


When to my Heart 1 preſs thee eloſe, P. 
And in ſoft Sighs my Paſſion tell! 3 
Say. if the Prelude be ſo ſweet, | Al 
What muſt the full Poſſeſſion prove? 'F 
When Hymen makes our Joys compleat, | * 
And gives thee to my conſtant Love. 1 

An 


Then ſhall I claſp each latent Charm, 

And call the lovely Treaſure mine; 7 

Then, circled in thy ſnowy Arm, | 
Diffolve in Extaſy divine. 


SONG CxIII. 


OW happy ſeems' that ruſtic Boy 
Who playing keeps the Kine? 
Pleaſure is all his ſweet Employ, 
Nor Cares his Minutes join. 


His Cattle little Watching need 
Tame feeding all the Day ; 

A roving, Glance is all his Heed, 
And then again to Play. 


He runs to Waters Amber clear, 
To flack his thirſty Heat; 
While Hunger makes his homely Chear 


Outvie à lordly Treat. $ 
The ſighing Breeze, the purling Pile, 0. 
(By ſunny Walk or Bower) 6G 
His Ear all Nature's Concerts fill, p 
Hex Sweets charm every Power. i 


q (95 ) 
He caſts for Fiſh the guiling Hook, 
4 And whiſtles as it floats ; 
[Patience fits ſmiling in his Lock, 
Delighted with che Notes 


And now he makes Spring verdant Flutes 
Ok homely Nettles pale; | 
| And ſaunters, follow'd by the Brutes, 

+ Shrill piping through the Vale. 


And now on turfy Bed he lies, 

No Roof from Phæbu, Beams; 
Birds ſing around him while he fleeps, 
And taſtes of honey Dreams. 


U Angels ever have the Power 

8 The Innocent to keep; 

Ne doubt they hover where he lies, 
And bleſs his gentle Sleep. 


1 SONG CXIV. 

{17 HERE ihe Light cannot pierce in a Grove 
4 of tall 'I Trees, 

With my Fair-one as blooming as May; 


Undilturbed by all but the Sighs of the Breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot Noon of the Day. 


nen the Sun, leſs intenſe, to the Weſtward in- 
: clines, 
Tor the Meadows, the Groves we'll forſake; 
d ſec the Rays dance as inverted he ſhines, 
On the Face of ſome River or Lake. 


(For its ſhe that muſt ſtill be my Theme) 
Ar Shadows may view in the watery Glaſs, 
While the Fiſh are at Play in the Stream. 
May 


HE 


Where my Faireſt and I, on the Verge as we paſs, 
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May the Herds ceaſe to low, and the Lambku:F 
to bleat, 
When the ſings me ſome amorous Strain; 
All be ſilent and huſh'd, unleſs Eccho repeat 
The kind Words and fweet Sounds back #yain, #1 


And when we return to our Cottage at Night, 
Hand in Hand as we ſauntering ſtray ; 
Let the Moon's filver Beams thro' the Lene 
give us Light, | = 
Juſt direct us and chequer our Way. F 
Let the Nightingale warble its Note in our Wag 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; N 
And no ſingle Thought be expreſs'd in our Ta. 
But Friendſhip improv'd into Love. | 
Thus enchanted each Day with theſe ri 
Delights, 
And ſecure from Ambition's Alarms; 
Soft Love and Repoſe ſhall divide all our NI 
Aud each Morning ſhall rife with new Ciara 


VVV 


87 lovely are a Woman's Charms, 0! 
I Beauty can conquer more than Arms: Hie 
Cupid has conquer'd more by far, Hire 
Than Mars e er did by bloody War. W; 


Emperors, Courtiers, rural Swains, 


For Women never grudge their Pains ; 
Eagerly they do purſue, 

What can't a charming Woman do? 

Kings for their Sakes oft quit their Thronci, 
And their Sceptres tumble down; = i 
For Ladies Favours oft they ue ; LA 
What can't a charming Woman do? 


Wo | 


NN 
Woman made valiant Men ſhed Tears, 
And often Perſons leave their Prayers, 
And often leave their Study too: 
What can't a charming Woman do? 


= | 

Lawyers, with all their ſubtle Arts, 
Women can captivate their Hearts: 
For them they'll gain all Cauſes too, 
What can't a charming Woman do? 


f oo. 
2 — * 2 2 g 
- — — — 
- > EO Te ———— 
— * of w_ 


” - wy el * e > 229 
F 7 —_ — „ 2 4 2 — 
8 ET ge key > CAPS 


— 


— 
n 


Women, by Heaven, were firſt deſign'd 
ro be a Bleſſing to Mankind; 
They're all our Happineſs in View, 
hat can't a charming Woman do? 
Virtuous Women Jewels are, | 
hat can with their bright Charms compare? 
e muſt love them that is true, | 
AV hat can't a charming Woman do? 


Heaven grant me a virtuous Wife, 

be greateit Comfort of my Life; 
When to her Huſband ſhe proves true, 

Mat can't a charming Woman do? 


O! ſuch a Wife would make one bleſs'd, 
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>: [Pied lull us with her Charms to Reft ; 
geeten all Care and Trouble too, 1 
Mhat can't a charming Woman do? HM 
SONG CXVL I 
WH erella firſt in Charms and Wit, 1 
rones, i In whoſe enchanting ſparkling Eyes a 
the bright Soub's | 


Perfections fit, 
And ſuch reſiſtleſs Magic lies; 


as | G O can 
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The bright, unſullied, faithful Glals, 


And own I can't be inſincere. 


| © Bar Liberty, dear Liberty alone, 


And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 


(98 ) 


O can you thus, divinely Fair, 
Suppoſe your Damon inſincere? 


To all the Circles of the Fair, 

That grace the Court, the Ball, the Play, 
Let my lov'd doubting Nymph repair, 

And every ſhining Form ſurvey ; 
And, if the meets her equal there, 
Conclude her Damon inſincere. 


Or if my Fair ſhould chance to paſs 
(What Art tor Beauty's Uſe deſign d) 


* 4 . — 

<a 
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Itſelf an Emblem of her Mind; 
Let her behold her Image there, 
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Let her ſurvey the roſy Bloom, 
O'er all the lovely Face conſeſs' d, 
And let her ſparkling Eyes aſſume 
The Charms that rob my Soul of Ret; 
And then, to bleſs my raviſh'd Ear, 
Confeſs I can't be inſincere. 


SON G CXVE. 
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That gives freſh Beauty to the Sh; 

That gives freſh Beauty to the Sun ; ; 
'Tis Liberty, tis Liberty, dear Liberty alot 

That bids all Nature look more gay, En 


And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 
'Tis Liberty, dear Liberty alone, 
Hear Liberty alone. 


˖ Ce, 
That bids all Nature look more gay, 

, Id lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 

| And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 
And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away. 


1 SON G CXVII. 


O ſooth my Heart the Queen of Love 
Gave thee the Mildneſs of the Dove: 
9 tender Looks of ſoft Diſtreſs, 

o rob me of my Quietneſs. 


#:/'o likewiſe did conſpire 

Fo lend thee both his 1 75 and Lyre; 
1 thus compell'd by joint Decree, 
de ver muſt love only thee. 


1 : = N e. 
i 7 O ME, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train; 
me, ever ſmiling Liberty, 

Ad with thee bring thy jocund Train. 


me ever ſiniling, ſmiling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
«ii nd with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
Id with thee bring thy jocund Train, thy 
den,  jocund Train, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
r thee we pant and ſigh, 
7 'or thee, Ee. 
th whom eternal Pleaſures reign. 


Ine, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
ind with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
G 2 Come, 


Til 


x 
* 1 
; 
* 
1 
* 
3 
{ 
20 
© | 
0 
* 
9 
4 
: 
G 
1 * 
2 
1 
N 
"Is 
9 C 1 
} 
I 
by 
A 
a. 
N. 
TY 
i 
| 
\ 
j 
[7 17 
4 N 7 
2 
85 
\ 


n 

Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 

Come, ever ſmiling Libere / | 

And with thee bring thy jocund "Train, | 
Thy jocund Train, 4 

And with thee bring thy jocund Train. 11 

SONG CXX. 


8 HE wept, the fair Arpaſia wept, 
In pearly Showers the Tears diſtill'd, 
Nor Shame the guſhing Torrents kept, 
But down her glowing Cheeks they thrill. We 
Soon was her ſhowy Boſom wet, 5 ( 
R 


With briny Drops that ſwiftly fell; 


Thus made than Honey far more ſweet, . 
But yet a Poiſon ſure to kill. % 

Might I have ſipt that falling Dew, | 
Which in her panting Boſom hung; 5 


| Well pleas'd I hid my Bane purſu'd, FE. 
And gladly dry'd it with my Tongue. 

Beneath, tho' lurking Serpents hid, 
Tho' on that Boſom lay a Sting; 8 

To've quaff'd the Streams that ſwiftly glid, WF 


Would have outvy'd Olympus Kang. * 
SONG CXXI. 4 
T dead of Night, when Cares give PH 
In others Brraſt, to ſoft Repoſe, 1 

My throbbing Heart finds no Receſs, g 
Since Love and Ch/oris re my Foes. . 
At Morn, when Phybus from the Eaſt ; ; 


Diſpels che gloomy Shades of Night; 
The Grief that racks my tortur'd Breaſt, 
Redoubles at th' Approach ot Light. 


( 101 ) 


At Noon, when moſt intenſe he ſhines, 


\ 
* 


7 My Sorrows more intenſe are grown 


„at Ev'ning when the Sun declines, 
They ſet not with a fetting Sun. 
To my Relief then haſten Death, 
And eaſe me of my reſtleſs Woes ; 
With Pleaſure I'll refign my Breath, 

” Since Love and Chloris are my Foes. 


5 
eg 
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N SONG CXXIL 

AN come, Lavinia, lovely Maid, 

J Said Dion, ſtretch'd at Eaſe, 

E Renecath the Walnut's fragrant Shade, 

A feet Retreat, by Nature made, 
With Elegance to pleaſe. 

O leave the Court's deceitful Glare, 

* Loath'd Pageantry and Pride; 
Come taſte our ſolid Pleaſures here, 

Which Angels need not bluſh to ſhare, 
And with bleſt Man divide. | 

j hat Raptures were it in thoſe Bowers, 
Pair Virgin, chaſte and wile, 

Wich ſthee to loſe the learned Hours, 

And not the Beauties of theſe Flowers, 

ban Conceal'd from vulgar Eyes! 

for thee my gaudy Garden blooms, 

And richeſt Flower grows, 

Above the Pomp of royal Rooms, 

Or Purple Works of Perfian Looms, 

| Proud Palaces diſcloſe. 
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1 

Haſte, Nymph, nor let me ſigh in vain, 
Each Grace attends on thee ; 

Exalt my Bliſs, and point my Strain, 

For Love and Truth are of thy Train, 

Content and Harmony, 


SONG CXXIII. 


Here is Pleaſure, tell me where, 
What can touch thy Breaſt with Joy: 
All around the ſpacious Sphere, 
Let my Muſe her Search employ. 


Wealth, thy ſhining Stores produce, 
Heap'd in golden Mountains, riſe ; 

Thee let ſenſeſeſs Miſers chuſe, 
Thou can't ne'er allure my Eyes. 


Honour, let thy Chariot row], Ve 
Deck'd with Titles, Pageants, Arms ; 

Thou mayꝰſt charm th' ambitious Soul, 
But for me thou haſt no Charms. 


Ruddy Bacchus, try thy Pow'r, 
Gaily laugh aſtride thy Tun; 

Thee let frantic Bards adore, 
Pleaſure thou for me haſt none. 


Only Delia, gentle Fair! 


Can the precious Boon beſtow ; 
Give, ye Powers, O give me her, 


She's the All I aſk below, 
SON G CXXIV. 


| Neomparably mild and winning, 
Ever with new Beauties ſuining; 
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Howe'er employ'd you chance to be, 
Spare one Thought, and think of me. 
While graceful in the Dance you move, 
Prompting all who view to Love; 
Say, how happy muſt I be, 

If you kindly think of me.“ 

Sweet Compliance with thee dwelling, 
All the reſt in Wit excelling; 

In Turn of Thought for ever new, 
Think of me as I of you. 


SONG CxxV. 


3 Sſiſt me, Cupid, give me Wings, 

3 A To fly to Czlia's Arms; 

E Her Voice, as when a Syren ſings, 
My frozen Blood alarms. 

| Come, Celia, come, and caſe the Smart 

> Which thoſe bright Eyes have made; 
]! do not tantalize my Heart, 

Hut haſte and give me Aid. | 
Let's haſte, my Love, and while we may, 
| The filent Hours employ ; - 

| Nor mind what other Mortals fay, 

| To fright us from our Joy. 

uch, who in Hymen's Courts ne'er rove, 
Delights they Vices call 

And ſtupid to the Sports of Love, 

| In Life ſcarce live at all. 

On this ſoft, panting, ſhowy Breaſt, 

| Let me my Care beguile ; 

While you conſent to make me bleft, 
And anſwer with a Smile. 
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SONG CXXVI. 


HEN Celia diſplays her fond Charms, 
Her Efforts I bravely defy ; 


She thinks ſhe my Reafon diſarms, 
| And fancies I languith and die. 


Bur, alas! while ſhe trifles and toys, 
In Hopes to entangle my Heart ; 
Regardlets, I look on thoſe Joys, 
Which in others occaſion a Smart. 
With her Eyes ſhe purſues me in vain, 3 
And imagines her Arts I approve ; 0 
Deſigning to heighten my Pain, „ 
Then ſay, Ahe another muſt love. \ 
But my Heart is unfeigned and true, 4 
Not form'd to be won by a Glance; 
And the Fair-one, to whom it is due, 


_ Has certainly caught it by Chance. F 
SONG CXXVI. : 


HEN Sol was at Reſt 3" 
On Thetis's Breaſt, 5 
And Ev'ning grew duſky and brown, Y 
E're Dian the Fair, T. 
Had gilded her Hair, 
And put on her Straw-colour'd Gown : ; 
When Dolly had now An 
Done milking her Cow, = 
And Roger return'd o'er the Mead * 
He ſpied an old Wight, 
In pitiful Plight, | 
Leaning ſad on the Neck of his Steed. 


( 105 ) 
His Hand did ſuſtain 
A Taper or twain, 
Full trimly encircled with Horn; 
; It ſhone on the Ground, 
N Some Spaces around, 
As bright as the Star of the Morn. 
While Roger ſurvey'd | 
This meagre old Blade, 
He heard a moſt ſorrowful Cry, 
| Whoever you are, 
Catch Hold——any where, 
And help me out quick, or I die. 
He turn'd at the Sound, 
And inſtantly found 
A Coach with its Wheels in the Air; ; 
| The Wares it contain'd, 

In Language unfeign'd, 
Next Stanza ſhall partly declare. 


Eight Legs ſtood upright, 
All cloathed! in White, 
With Shoes both of Silk and of Leather; 
5 And nought elſe was ſeen, 
Either Scarlet or Green, 
ro ſave their fair Skins from the Weather. 


With wond'rous Surprize, 
| Roger feaſted his Eyes, 
And view'd each particular Feature; 
But the Muſe is too coy, 
Io deſcribe what the Boy | 
Could diſcern of the Secrets of Nature, 


Whatever Delight 
Roger took in the Sight, 


(286 


M ho bluſh'd as they roſe, 
And ſtroak'd down their Cloaths, 


And bleſs'd the kind Aid of the Stranger. 


S0 NG cxxviI. 


lle freed the fair Ladies from Danger ; 


* 
bt 


Y Heart, ye Gods, how free my Heart ? U 


How blithſome every Day ! 
I never dreaded Cupid's Dart, 
Nor his impetial Sway. 


But when tranſcendent Anne I ſaw, 
Her bright Angelic Form, 

_ My icy Heart began to thaw, 

My Breaſt was in a Storm. 


I did expreſs, in plaintive Sighs, 
The Cauſe of all my Grief ; 

The tender Maid did ſympathize, 
And, ſmiling, gave Relief. 


Thus when the rolling Billows rage, 
And Barks expect to ſtave ; 

Great Neptune does the Storm aſſwage 
With his but trident Wave. 


In Nancy every Grace is ſeen, 

With Air enticeing join'd ; 

Lovely, as Venus, in her Mein, 
Minerva like her Mind. 

While ſome a rural Life purſue, 
And others Courts admure ; 

In Nancy all thoſe Scenes I view, 
In her all Joys conſpire. | 


30NG 
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8 O0 NG CXX'Y. 


OUNG Sylvia ever gay and fair, 
1 | Known for her Wit and well bred Air, 
A Vifit one Day made, 
A Viſit one Day made; 
Ewe Simon, with an aukward Mein, 
” Unluckily for him came in, 
” His Folly to betray, 
His Folly to betray. 
e bow'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But wou'd all round falute the Fair, 
Not oy thoſe he knew, 


1 


Not od &c. 

I viſited the 1 Belle, 
he Viſiter, ah! Shame to tell, 
The Plockhead kiſs'd her too, 
| The Blockhead kiſs'd her too; 
And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
+! he reſt, by his Example led, 
; Repeated bis Affront, | Repeated, &ec. 
Elbe Laſs did her Reſentment ſhew, 
I ne ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow ; 
Such Rudeneſs ! fie upon't, 

Such Rudeneſs, &C. 


þ air one. while thus your Anger burns, 
Simon to the Place returns, 
As ſoon, no doubt, he will, 
As foon, &c. 
i* there with twenty Virgins more, 
For Kiſſes three I inflict threeſcore, 
You can't uſe him 100 ill, 
Yau can't, &c. 
De 


( 108 ) 
Do at the ſelf ſame Time and Place, 


That all may witneſs his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhment, 


Repeat, &, 


With throbbing Heart the guilty Clown 
Shall your impartial Juſtice own, 

And —ſit him down content, 
And—ſit him down content. 


SONG CXXX. 


HE new flown Birds the Shepherds fins, 
And welcome in the May; 

Come, Paſtorella, now the Jeng 
Makes every Landſkip g 

Wide ſpreading Trees tbety [eaſy age 

O'er half the Plain extend; 

Or in reflecting Fountains play d, 

Their quivering Branches bend, 

Their quivering Branches bend; 

Or in reflecting Fountains play'd, 

Their quivering Branches bend. 


Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 

And bleſs the riſing Vear; 

Oh! how my Soul grows ſick of Time, 
Till you, my Love, appear: 

Then ſhall J paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauties ſhine: 

When thy dear Flocks ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine, 

And intermix, c. 3 
When thy dear Flocks ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine. 


8 ON. 


( 109 ) 
SON G CXXXI. 


HV, cruel Creature, why ſo bent 


To vex a tender Heart? 
To Gold and Title you relent, 
fo Gold and Title you relent ; 
In vain Love throws his Dart, 
In vain Love throws his Dart. 
et garter'd Knights in Courts be great, 
For Pay let Armies move; 
Fury ſhould have no other Bait, 
Beauty, &c. 
© ur gentle Vows and Love, But gentle, &c. 
f on thy Charms you think to lay 
The Value that's their due; 
ings are themſelves too poor to pay, 


Kings, &c. 


0. 


| rf 
ny 


Their Subjects all too few, 

Their Subjects, &c. 

F a Paſſion without Voice, 

Without Diſguiſe or Art; 
Celia! if true Love's your Price, 

\ Oh, Celia | &e, 

pehold it in my Heart, Bebold it, &c. 

| -8 ON G:-CXXXlI 


Hould Love ſincere, devoid of Art, 
Leſs Joy or Blits beftow, 
dauſe the Hand goes with the Heart, 
! luſt that create our Woe ? 
b Hymer's Torch burns often dim, 
1s not poor Hymen's Fault; 
ne er defign'd * Nymphs and gæoaino, 


He ne er, &c. 


5 1 H Should 
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Should trafffck or be bought, 
Should trainck or be bougat. 
But PFlutus, Foe to gen'rous Love, 
Its Ruin, Curſe, and DINE, 
Reſolv d that Gold. ſhould only move 
The vouthiul Nymph and Swain. 
Thus Riches join unequal Pair, 
Neglecting Care an > Rule; 


The vgily with the blooming Fair, 
The ugly, & 


The Witty with the Fool, 
The Witty, te 
Let Senſe and Merit fix your Choice, 
Good-nature too ſhould aid ; 
Attend to I'ruth's unerring Voice, 
And let not Wealth perſuade : 
A Partner, thus by Reaſon choſe, 
Your Tenderneſs repays, 
No Charms no Fetters will impoſe, 
| No Charms, & 
But fogths your Nights and Days, | 
But ſcotie, A 


SONG EXXXIII. 
Hloris, Darling of the Muſes, le 
Fairer than the blooming Spring; T. 
Sweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſes, The 
When of thee he ſtrives to ſing. Ih 


While my Soul with Wonder traces 
All thy Charms of Face and Mind, 
Al! the Beauties all the Graces, 
Of thy Sex in thee I find; 
All the Beauties, all the Graces, 
Of thy Sex in thee J find, 


1 E 
1 ove, Delight, and Admiration, 

In my Breaft alternate riſe ; 

Words no more can paint my Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can your Eyes. 
Laviſn Nature, thee adorning, 

O'er your Lips and Checks has ſpread 
Colours that ſurpaſs the Morning, 
Smiling with ſweet roſy Red, 
Colours that ſurpals, Oc. 


Pallas, Venus too, muſt never 
e Boaſt their Charms triumphant yet; 
his bright out ſhining ever 
This in Beauty, that in Wit. 
Could the Gods, in their Condition, 
E Aught on Earth with Pleaſure view; 
Lovely Chloris, their Ambition 
Would be then to hve with you, 
Lovely Chloris, &c. 


0 SONG  CXXXIV. 


F Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 

Let Damon urge his Claim; 

le feels the Paſſion void of Art, 

The pure and conſtant Flame. 

ſhe fighting Swains their Anguiſh tell, 

Their ſenſual Love contemn: 

Phey only prize the beauteous Shell, 

But flight the inward Gem. 
SONG CXXXV. 


NH, to win Woman's Favour, 
T' Would ſolicit long in vain? 
0 H 2 Who, 


(113) 


Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Would endure an Age of Pain ? 
Vainly dg ne'er enjoying, 
Pleas'd with Suing, fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 
Who, to win a Woman's Favour, 
Would ſolicit long in vain ? 


Give to me the handſome Rover, 
Whom a gen'rous Temper warms ; 
Kindly uſing every Lover, 

Well beſtowing all her Charms: 
Never flying, but complying, 
Frank and eaſy, glad to pleaſe ye, 

Throw me then into her Arms. 
Give to me a handſome Rover, 
Whom a gen'rous Temper warms. 


SONG CXXXVI. 


The MAS QUE RAD F. 


O ME, all ye motly Throng, th 
aſſemble here To-night, | 
And liſten to my Song,. it may heighten theDeligh;W 
Here Courtiers and Mechanics, the Churchm a 
3 and the Rake, WM 
The Lady and the Bunter, alike the Sport partake} 
The Matron and the Maid are ſecure troy. 
prying Eyes, - 
For Laws of Maſquerade don't require M.. 
ſhould be wile; KH. 
The Dutcheſs, here a Milkmaid, may talk «ff 
Teats and Cream, | a 
f 


| (113 ) 
And will not be diſpleas'd if you'd treat her 
: as ſhe'd ſeem. 


I: any formal Coxcomb diſlike the varied Show, 
Let ancient Authors mind him, Tove taught 
it firſt below; 
From him the maſquing Buſineſs for Pleaſure 
firſt began, | 
Oc wherefore was he wrapt in the Feathers 
of a Swan ? 


1 Berecable Deception” s the Entertainment here, 
1 be Prude may give a Looſe, the Coquet 
1 may be fincere ; 

Drury Nymph may be in Diana's Form ador'd, 
And in the merry Songſter's a Lady and a Lord. 


jut, in theſe Scenes of Pleaſures, ſuch Fools 
ſhould ne'er have Room, 

Who know not how to anſwer the Habits they 
. aſſume; 


tuo Jo you know me?” if that's all you Ideots have 
g to ſay, 
light 


ay, don't expoſe your Folly, but take your- 
| ſelves away. | 


ls Mirth and ſprightly Wit is the Buſineſs 
| of the Place, 

With ſomething by the Bye—but I won't my 
| Song ditgrace ; ; 

Fool is ft for neither, no Pleaſure can he prove ; 
of only Ren of Honour can pleaſe the Fair inlove 


H z SONG 
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SONG. cxxxVnl. 


W HIL E Strephon on Fair Cs hung, 
| And gently woo'd, and ſweetly ſun; 
The Nymph, in a ditdainful Air, : 
Thus tmiling mock'd the Shepherd's Care. 


Swain, I know that you diſcover Fr 

In my Form a thouſand Charms; 

Can you point me out a Lover, pn. 
Worthy my encircling Arms ? . 

2 

Boy, no more approach my Beauty, 4 
Iiill you equal Merit boaſt; Pn 
To adore me is a Duty, 1 
Thouſands: witneſs to their Coſt. | 
Stung to che Heart, the redd'ning Swain | ö 
On che vain Maid retorts again. TO 
Foolith Creature, did each Feature Kat 
Bloom bevond the Pride of Nature; W It 
Go, oerbe.rnsg, proud, inſnaring, : 10 
Lay a thouſand Fops deſpairing; 9 


Artful feigning, coy diſdaining, 
Vain Coquet, deſtroy them all; 

Then complying, ſighing, dying, 

To ſome Fool a Victim fall. 


Nymphs, like you, while they're deceivinz 
Angels all in Front appear ; 

But the S6i their Arts believing, 
Finds the Devil in the Rear. 


0 


( 115 ) 
S$ ON G CXXXVIIT. 


Merg'd from Winter's gloomy Scenes, 
The infant Spring appears ; 
"i 4 [ſhe Meadow, ftrew'd with mingled Greens, 
An early Beauty wears. 

rde bulbous Winter- ſleeping Root, 
e. That late its Honours ſhed, 

Proud to diſplay the earlieſt Shoot, 
| Peeps from the genial Bed. 


KL: ow-drops, in Virgin pure Attire, 
Their thamefac'd Bloſſoms rear; 
7 Ad humble Crocus, golden Fire, 
Adorns the gay Parterre. 
bn moſſy Banks in ſhelt'ring Bowers, 
By mazy wand' ring Streams; 
The ſweet blown Primroſe ſheds her Flowers 
To Phebus' vernal Beams. 


Ei! Scource of Light! great Lamp of Day, 
| What Joys from thee ariſe! 
Nuure revives where thou art nigh, 
Ik thou depart, ſhe dies. 
Proves , Woodlands, Hedge- rows, buddingScenes 
With warning Preludes ring ; 
1 Nature jbreathes a Joy ſerene, 
And hails the new-born Spring. 


SON G CXXXIX. 
09 OW, tyrant God, thy Rule give o'er, 
And lay afide thy cruel Bow: 

Thy Shafts ſhall wound Mankind no more, 
This, vain Deceiver, thou ſhalt know. 


Ni 1 TI 


( 116 ) 


Ill make thy Tricks and Falſhood plain 
To all the Freeborn Sons of Men; 
None will hereafter hug the Chain, 
And where's thy fancied Empire then ? 


Thou know'ſt how often I've paſt by 
'The ſhining Circles of the Fair ; 
Still caſting but a heedleſs Eye 
On all the brighteſt Glories there; 
But when Septimia's Charms I view'd, 
To her I render'd up my Heart; 
Devoted at thy Shrine I itood, 
And bleſs'd thy pleaſing, killing Dart. 


Yet, cruel God, thy faithleſs Craft, 
When I had yielded to thy Dart, 

Wounded the Fair-one with a Shaft, 
Dipt in the bloom of Pheron's Heatt. 


So now, fantaſtic Boy, adieu, 
Pl your deſpotic Sway forſake ; 
Septimia's Eyes, no more than you, 
Shall over me a Conqueſt make. 


SONG CXL. 


HE Nymph, who does my Soul alarnf 

Poſſeſſes in her Boſom | 

A Mind whoſe Power preſerves the Chari 

Of Youth's endearing Bloſſom, | 

Of Youth's endearing Bloſſom. : 
Such Words muſt fix the Heart and Eyes 

Each frozen Breaſt inſpiring, 

With ſuch ſubſtantial, laſting Joys, 

To live and die, to live and die es | 
| „nt! 


N 
| When abſent from my Charmer's Sight, 
Inferior Nymphs carefling ; | 
J taſte a tranſient faint Delight, 
„Which pails in the Poſſeſſing, 
Which palls, Cc. | 
gut in the Heaven of Myra's Arms, 
| My raviſh'd Fancy traces | 
| Exhauftleſs Pleaſures, endleſs Charms, 
| And never-fading Graces, 
und never fading, never fading Graces. 


SONG CXLI 


HER lives a Laſs upon the Green, 
N Cou'd I the Picture draw, 

A brighter Nymph was never ſeen, 

She looks and lives a little Queen, 

And keeps the Swains in Awe. 


Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts and Wings, 

| Her Eye-brows are his Bow ; 

Her filken Hair, the ſilver Strings, 

Which (wiſt and ſure Deſtruction brings 
To all the Vale below. 


I Paſtorella's dawning Light 

| Can warm and wound us fo;. 

Her Noon muſt ſhine fo piercing bright, 

Each glancing Beam will kill outright, 
And ev'ry Swain ſubdue. _ : 


SONG CXLII. 


: OFT Invader of my Soul, 
Z Love, who can thy Pow'r controul? 


larm, 


harm 


Eyes 


10 
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All that baunt Earth, Air, and Seas 

Own thy Force and bow to thee, 

All the dear enchanting Day, 

Celia ſteals my Heart away; 

All the tedious! live-long Night, f 
Celia ſwims before my Sight. | z 


Happy, happy, were the Swarn, 


Who might ſuch a Prize obtain! F 
Other Joys he need not prove, 6 
Bleſs'd enough in Celia's Love. : 
All that temptingly beguiles, 3 
Sparkling Eyes, and dimpling Smiles; i 


Every Charm, and every Grace, 


Dwells on charming Celia's Face. 
Open, generous, free from Art, 


Virtue lives within her Heart; | | N \ 
Modeſty and Truth combin'd, : 
Suit her Perſon to her Mind. b 


Happy, happy, were the Swarn, 
Whor might ſuch a Prize obtain? 
Othe Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Celia's Love. 


SONG CXLII. L 
O O lovely Maid, withdraw thoſe Lye: 
Which fer my Soul on Fire; 
Thoſe piercing Orbs my Heart ſurprize, I 
And fill me with Deſire, | c/ 
And fill me with Deſire. | = 
Each Time I view thy beauteous Face, 
In Raptures thus I cry; 
Grant me, ye Gods, the Power to gaze, 
Or inſtant let me die. od 
ws uct 


( I19 ) 
Such killing Charms around you move, 
I dare not ſtand the Sight; 

Leſt the too bold Preſumption prove 
The Bane of my Delight, 


N The Bane, &c. 
| Whene'er you ſpeak, my willing Ears 

| Receive the welcome Sound; 
In "Tranſports then I loſe my Fears, 
With Joy my Senſe is drown'd, 

; With Toy, &c. 
EI] fzh and pine, I know not why, 
| But fear the Cauſe is Love; 
To which with Pleaſure I comply, 


Oh! be't from Heaven above, 
Oh ! be 5 &c. 


Vith thee for ever could I live, 

And bleſs my happy Fate; 

Then, Povr'rs, be kind, and 3 give 
To me this joyful State, 

To me this joyful State. 


SONG CXLIV. 


Fit HEN you for me alone had Charms, 
And none more happy fill'd your Arms; 
Your Strephon ſlighted, with Diſdain, 
'The faireſt Maidens of the Plain, +8884] 
| The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 1 701 
He. While you remain'd to me ſincere, | 1p 
Nor any Maid was yet more dear; 

I then was bleſt, my Joys were true, 
And I approv'd no Swain but you. 


le But Delia now has won m Heart, 
And does an equal Flame impart; 
Thro' 
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(120 3 7 
Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we rove, FÞpc 
And tell our pleaſing Tales of Love. 

Che. Collin is now my Joy and Care, But 
Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear; 
And ſweetly glides the Summer's Day, 
While every Month with him is May. 


He. What if our former Love return, 7. 
And all my Boſom for you burn; N 
If gentle Delia pleaſe no more, | 5 

And I'm your Strephon, as before ? U 

Sbe. If Phillis may be woo'd again, = 
Pll leave the Shepherds of the Plain; W. 

Will love my Strephon kind and true, 

And live and die alone with you. 1 


CHORUS. 7 

The Swain and Maid no more can nrove A. 
Unfaithful to each other's Love ; ET! 
Their Breaſts ſhall ever beat the ſame, Ef 
And Love ſhine forth in pureſt Flame. = 
SONG CXLV. 1 

IN Woman the Joys of Man's Life doth conſiſt, 1 


He that loves not a Girl, don't deſerve toe xiſt; WM , 
For in toiling and moiling he ſpends the whoie WM 

„ 
And moſt damnably ſquanders his Moments away. 
Derry down, down, down, Derry down. 
Tho? the Bottle and Glaſs have their Charms, 
I muſt own, Cs : 
Yet what are theſe Charms to a Lady alone: 
| x. Spol te, 


{ (121) 


ports, Games, and a Revel plead numberleſs 
8 Charms, 

1 But vaniſh, like Dreams, in a young Lady's Arms. 
5 Derry down, dovon, down, Derry down. 


SONG CXLVI. 


Fr following Song is ſung by Mercury in Lethe.) 
i Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles 
j perplex, 

hom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex; 
MWhoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
WV no riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt: 

| 55 the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 

CI 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain 
And young ones the Rover, they cannot regain; 
ET heRake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd 
and Chice again be with Paſſion enjoy'd ; | 
| Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her wants 

Or drench her fond Fool, to forget her Gallants; 

| The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy To- day; 

{ Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 

— deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
are. 


SO N G CXLVII. 


HAT Raptures do poſſeſs the Soul, 
When Muſic charms the Ear? 
It can the Flames of Love controul, 


Who then need Cœpid fear? And 


. 


(122 


And let the Deity of Wine 
His utmoſt Art employ, 
Apollo is the God divine 
That gives us trueſt Joy, 
That gives us trueſt Joy. 
Orpheus tun'd bis Lyre ſo well, 
The Harmony was ſuch, 
That all the furious Fiends of Hell 
Him bad no Power to touch; 


From every String did for,, 
They eas'd the great tormenting Pains 
Of tortur'd Souls below, 
Of tortur'd Souls below. 
If, on this tranſitory Ball, 
There is a Form of Bliſs, | 
Or what we Happineſs may call, 
In Muſic's Charms it is; 
It fills our Souls with Extacy, 
While our glad Thoughts do rove ; 
'To the celeſtial Heav'n on high, 
The Place of Joy and Love, 
The Place of Joy and Love. 


SONG CXLVIIL 


15 


Such heav'nly Notes av melting Strain 


E | ER Form upon my Soul's impreſs'd, 
Her Beauty's flaming in my Breaſt ; 


Her Virtue well may be apply'd, 


To Heaven-born Graces deify'd: 


' Her very Action gives Surprize, 


And Radiance blazes in her Eyes ; 


Her Voice alone might charm great ove, 


And wake the World from Sleep to L 


OVE. 


Thus 


rer,, 1. „ 


: 4-20 
Thus in Idea I'll be bleſs'd, 


Her Charms ſhall ſooth my Soul to Reſt 


The farther from me Nanny flies, 
Fl in Idea reap more Joys: 

© Unto her Shade PII ſing all Day, 
At Night, in Dreams, diſſolve away; 
Thus, in Imagination, I 

Her every Beauty will enjoy. 


S-Q N-G CXLIX. 
II] luckleſs Cup:id, art thou blind? 


Can'ft not thy Bow and Arrows find ? 


Thy Mother fare the wanton plays, 
And Jays them up for Holidays. 

Put, Cupid, mark how kind F'll be, 
Becauſe you once were ſo to me; 

I] arm you with ſuch pow'rful Darts, 


Shall make you once more God of Hearts. 


My Chloe's Breaſt ſhall be thy Court, 


Where little Loves thall play and ſport ; 


Her ſnowy Arms ſhall be thy Bow, 


Which none but Love can bend, you know ; 


And of the Ringlets in her Neck, 


You ſhall your trembling Bowſtrings make; 


Then taking Arrows from her Eyes, 
Whoe'er, you ſhoot at ſurely dies. 


$S ON GCE 


N une for thee has cull'd her Store, 


Then why ſhould'ſt thou, fond Maid» 


Pretend to -make thy Beauty more, 
In borrow'd Charms array'd, 
In borrow'd Charms array'd? 


. 
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And let the Deity of Wine 
His utmoſt Art employ, 
Apollo is the God divine 
That gives us trueſt Joy, 
That gives us trueſt Joy. 
Orpheus tun'd bis Lyre ſo well, 
The Harmony was ſuch, 
That all the furious Fiends of Hell 
Him bad no Power to touch; 
Such heav'nly Notes ai inelting Strains 
From every String did floss, 
They eas'd the great tormenting Pains 
Of tortur'd Souls below, 
Of tortur'd Souls below. 
If, on this tranſitory Ball. 
There is a Form of Bliſs, 
Or what we Happineſs may call, 
In Muſic's Charms it is; 
It fills our Souls with Extacy, 
While our glad Thoughts do rove; 
To che celeſtial Heav'n on high, 
The Place of Joy and Love, 
The Place of joy and Love. 


SONG CXLVIII. 


H* R Form upon my Soul's impreſs'd, 
Her Beauty's flaming in my Breaſt ; 


Her Virtue well may be apply'd, 


Io Heaven-born Graces deify'd: 
' Her very Action gives Surprize, 

And Radiance blazes in her Eyes; 
Her Voice alone might charm great Fove, 


Thus 


And wake the World from Sleep to Love. 


e 
Thus in Idea I'll be bleſs'd, 


Her Charms ſhall ſooth my Soul to Reſt; 


The farther from me Nanny flies, 

ru in Idea reap more Joys: 

© Unto her Shade Tl ſing all Day, 
At Night, in Dreams, diſſolve away; 
Thus, in Imagination, I 

| Her every Beauty will enjoy. 


SONG CxIIX. 
Hy! lucklef Cupid, art thou blind? 


Can'ſt not thy Bow and Arrows find? 


Thy Mother ſure the wanton plays, 
And lays them up for Holidays. 

But, Cupid, mark how kind I'll be, 
Becauſe you once were {0 to me ; 

ll arm you with fuch pow'rful Darts, 


Shall make you once more God of Hearts. 


My Chloe's Breaſt ſhall be thy Court, 


Where little Loves thall play and ſport ; 


Her ſnowy Arms ſhall be thy Bow, 


Which none but Love can bend, you know ; 


And of the Ringlets in her Neck, 


You ſhall vour trembling Bowſtrings make; 


Then taking Arrows from her Eyes, 
Whoe'er, you ſhoot at ſurely dies. 


SONG Cl. 


Nat for thee has cull'd her Store, 
Then why ſhould'ſt thou, fond Maid» 


Pretend to -make thy Beauty more, 
In borrow'd Charms array'd, 
In borrow'd Charms array'd? 
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( 124 ) 
The radiant Plumes no more delight, 

Nor once our Thoughts employ ; 
Whilſt thy own native Charms excite 
Our Wonder, and our Joy, 
Our Wonder, and our Joy. 


Believe me, Nymph, their Glories fade, 
Plac'd near thy brighter Eyes; 
Brilliants on you appear decay'd, 
On others they'd ſurprize. 


Since then Heav'n-deck'd ! you win ali Hearts, 
Make Dreſs no more your Care; 

To meaner Beauties leave thoſe Arts, 
Which you ſo well can ſpare, 
Which you ſo well can ſpare. 


8 ON G. (LI. 


H O' cruel Fate my Wiſh denies, 

And ſhuts me from thy longing Eyes ; 
'The glad Remembrance of thy Charms 
My Heart with tendereſt Tranſports warms, 


And leaves thine Image in my Breaſt, 
With Mark indelible impreſt. . 


Tho' all the Pow'rs around us join 
To ſhake thy Love, or alter mine; 
Tho' Nature change her wonted Courſe, 

And filial Tears ſhould loſe their Force; 
Tho' tend'reſt Parents Tyrants prove, 

Yet ſtill, my Mira, ſtill I'd love. 

* Tho! Avarice (curs'd Bane of Peace) 
Should keep me from my Happineſs ; 


Yet 
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(125 ) 
Yet till] my Love ſhould follow thee, 
From every baſe Suſpicion free: 
My Heart ſhould adverſe Fate defy, 
And triumph in thy Conſtancy. 


Tho' all the numerous Train of Woes, 
| That Love inflicts, or Abſence knows, 

| Should be my Lot! and made compleat 
| By this the laſt but heavieſt Weight: 

| Bar up each Avenue, and deny 

The poor Indulgence of a Sigh. 


Should 1mpious dare the Hand of Heav'n, 
| To force you where no Vows are giv'n; 
Vet ſtill Pd keep my Prize in View, 
Would ſtill my leading Star purſue; 

In artleſs Numbers make my Moan, 

And thus purſue thee, tho' unknown. 


O Love! inſtruct her willing Eyes 
To trace me thro' this dark Diſguiſe; 
To view my Paſſion, void of Art, 

| And all the Meltings of my Heart; 
Then her own Suff rings will incline, 
| By Sympathy, to think on mine. 


SONG CI. 


ONE know the Joys of fervent Loves 


| But thoſe that prove the ſame : 
No other Bliſs their Minds will move, 
Who burn with mutual Flame. 
They Hand in Hand ſhare all the Joys 
| That can by Love be giv'n: 

| A Pleaſure taſte that never cloys: 


What more can be in Heaven ? 
SONG 
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SONG CLIII. 


s þ HE terrible Tortures I ſuffer, 
Which my Heart-Strings are ready to brez};, 
She cannot but think now enough are, 
Since I'm almoſt deftroy'd by Miſs Beck 


My Paſſion I ſtrove to have curbed, 
And clap'd on it many a Check ; 
But alas! ſtill the more 'twas difturbed, 

The more it increas'd for Miſs Beck. 


See Venus herſelf's but a Dowdy, 
A Slattern! a Trollop! I ſeek; 

Her Aſpe& is brown, her Eyes cloudy, 
Compar'd with the charming Miſs Beck, 


J fain would get rid of this Puling 
| "Tho! for her I would lay down my Nec, 
Yet now Tl no longer be fooling, 
But live happy, or die by Miſs Beck. 


By my Faſting I almoſt was ſtarved, 
4 But a little begin now to peck ; 
„ Sure, much better Fate I've deſerved, 
For fo loving the cruel Miſs Becs. 
Madam Fame, with her Trumpet and Lying, 
On her cannot caſt the leaſt Speck ; 
But ah! Tm dying and dying, 
And dying for charming Miſs Beck. 


Farewel, my dear Creature, I'm going, 

My Heart and my Thoughts are at \Vrec!; 
And yet you mind nothing but Sewing, 
And leave me to dye for Miſs Beck. 


SONG 
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SONG CLIV. 


The 1-1-1, 


Rouds of Coxcombs thus deluding, 
Cringing, chattering, ogling, flatt'ring, 

By Coquetting, Jilting, Pruding, 

All are Victims to my Art. 
While at Will the Fools Pm leading, 
They for Favours interceding, 
With vain Hopes their Fancies feeding ; 

Still untouch'd I keep my Heart, 

Still untouch'd J keep my Heart. 


Lach imagines he will gain me, 
Thinks I prize him who deſpiſe him; 


| All their Wiles ſhall ne'er obtain me, 


Born to bubble all Mankind. 
Like the Winds and Waves I'm changing, 
Never conftant, always ranging 


ö 5 
id from my Heart eſtranging, 


Which is cold as he is blind, 


Which is cold as he 15s blind. 
SO NG . 


E T me wander, not unſeen, 
„By Hedge-rows, Elms, or Hillocks green; 
Where the Plowman, near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land: 
Where the Plowman, near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land. 


There the Milkmaid, ſinging blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe, 
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( 128 ) 
And every Shepherd tells his Lale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale ; 
And every Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


SONG CLVI. 


T ſetting Day, and riſing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
Pll aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
III vifit oft the Birkin Buſk, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilit round thou did'ſt infold me. 


To all our Haunts I will repair, 
By Green-wood, Shade, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain; 
There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and tencer : 
By Vows you're mine, my Love 1s yours 
My Heart which cannot wander. 


SONS n. 


ATURE, by Love when once refin'd, 
How quickly do the Paſſions find 
An Union in the Breaſt ? 
How aptly in a Mirror's ſeen 
Reviv'd the beatific Scene, 
That our firſt Parents bleſt ? 


( 129 ) 
When Nature's God the Body form'd, 


And ſcarce the enlivening Clay had warm'd, 


He breath'd therein a Soul; 
Scarce were his other Paſſions nam'd, 
But Admiration all inflam'd, 

And Love engag'd the whole. 


Hence the rude Man firſt Beauty ſaw, 

| And bleſt the dear and genuine Law, 
That ſhouid his Will ſubfide ; 

Love taught him how to mix Reſpect, 

 T'enforce his Words, his Thoughts direct, 

| And was his ſov'reign Guide. 


| By Thought inſpir'd, by Sight ſecur'd, 
In Viſion fought, by lime matur'd, 
| The Paſlion ſpread its Sway; 
Poſſeſſion call'd its Beauties forth, 
Fruition ſignaliz'd its Worth, 
And did its Power diſplay. 

When Vice his Innocence abſorpt, 

And all his Paſſions were corrupt, 
Love ſtill remain'd the ſame; 
Kind Heav'n ſorgot to be ſevere, 

And ſoften'd Condemnation here, 
His Mercy to proclaim 

To palliate all th' Effects of Sin, 

e left a Paradiſe within, 

An Eden of the Mind; 
Corruption tainted ev'ry Part, 

And ſeiz d on all Things but the Heart, 
The beſt was ſtill behind. 
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(130) 
Beauty, the flaming Sword, aroſe, 
At once to threaten and diſcloſe 

An Entrance into Bliſs ; 
He left the Bleſſings of a Wife, 
To Man a ſecond Tree of Life, 

The tempting Fruit, — a Kiſs 


SONG CLVII. 


F I was with Delia bleſs'd, 
(A Thought too preſumptuous, I fear) 

On Earth 'twould be Heav'n poſſeſs'd, 

A Paradiſe then to live here : 
If Delia requites my fond Love, 
With a Fame, that (like mine) is divine 
Bear Witneſs, ye Powers above, 

I'm wholly content if ſhe's mine. 


SONG CLIX. 


T HE brighteſt Bloom the Roſe difplay:. 
When gilded by Aurora's Lays ; 

The faireſt Lilly of the Fields, 

Or cultivated Garden yields, 

Are like the Sun by Clouds inclos'd, 

When to Clarinda's Charms oppos'd. 


The Cyprian Goddeſs, far leſs fair, 
Did, riſing from the Waves, appear; 
When every gazing Eye admir'd, 
And every throbbing Heart defir'd ; 
Was but a Foil, nor can compare, 
For comely Preſence, to the Fair. 


The rural Nymph, that rules the Shade, 
In Robes of Chaſtity array'd, 


| ( 121 ) 

b, for a T'ype of her bright Mind, 

The neareſt Emblem I can find; 

As fair a Form, as fair a Fame) 
hai was Diana, 1s the Dame. 


As Venus fair, Lucretia's Truth, 

Minerva's Wit, Love's blooming Youth, 
reat Jund's Majeſty divine, 

nher (unparaliel'd) combine; ä 

The Flowers, by gentle Zephyrs preſt, 
Are Emblems of her fragrant Breaſt. 


If ſuch a one can blefs Mankind, 
In Woman, if Content we find, 
qudge, Lovers, judge, what J enjoy, 
Hov great the Blifs which ne'er can cloy 3 
| Since, with a Smile, the Nymph will own, 
Her Heart's Affections are my own. 


SONG CLX. 


| EAR me, ye tuneful Virgins, where 

Jour fav'rite Sons in Concert play; 

FP nere Magic Sounds enchant the Far. 
| And you yourſelves inſpire the Lay. 


I here Ranelagh's delightful Shades 

| Sooth every Breaſt, charm every Eye; 
Where od'rous Flow'rs perfume the Glades, 
And Floods reflect each beauteous Dye. 


Where Art and Nature kindly join 
$ Their brighteſt Scenes to chear the Mind: 
Where tho! each rural Beauty ſhine, 


| Vncivall'd Order ſtill we find. 
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(132 ) 

Too cool ſhould Evening Breezes blow, 
Or vernal Showers our Pleaſure ſpoil; 

Leſt Inconvenience thence might flow, 
See! Rome reviv'd, a ſtately Pile. 


Where glittering Chandeliers around 
Diffuſe a ſplendid dazzling Light; 

Where ſparkling Beauties preſs the Ground, 
And ſwell each glowing Youth's Delight. 


Here let me paſs my Evening Hours, 
With HyDia fair, but cold as Snow: 

Breathe my fond Sighs amidſt thy Bowers, 

Or where thy cryſtal Waters flow. 


While Muſic, ever Friend to Love, 
And aided by the gen'rous Glaſs, 

Propitious to my Vows ſhall prove, 
And melt the lovely, yielding Laſs. 


SONG -CENL 


3 


LOW on, ye Winds, deſcend, ſoſt Ran, I“! 

To footh my tender Woes ; ö 
Your ſolemn Muſic lulls my Pain, 53 
And gives me ſhort Repoſe. ; ; 


The Sun, that makes all Nature gay, 
Diſturbs my wearied Eyes; 

And in dark Shades I waſte the Day, 

Where Eccho ſleeping lies. 


Then pity me, O gentle Love, 
And come to my Relief; 

Leſt Innocence and Virtue prove 
A Sacrifice to Grief. 
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þ "$0NG Cl. 


5 HY, Chloe, ſtill thoſe jealous Heats, 
: And why that falling Tear? 

The Heart, that to a thouſand beats, 

* To one may be ſincere, 

To one may be ſincere. 


To ſweeten Autumn's wilder Rays, 
© The ſultry Summer glows ; 
And chilling Dews, and beating Rain, 
Give Freſhneſs to the Roſe, | 
| Give Freſhneſs to the Roſe. 
Eo J, my Chloe to endear, 
To meaner Beauties ftray ; 
And call December to my Year, 
Io brighten up the May, 
| To brighten up the May. 
Then weep not that my Heart's inclin'd 
To every Face that's new; 
wander to return more kind, 
And change but to be true, 
And change but to be true. 


un, 


SONG CLXITL 


OME, Mira, Idol of the Swains, 
A Advance with Majeſty divine; 
ome, Mira, Idol of the Swains, 
Advance with Majeſty divine; 

$0 gowers, where gracious Flora reigns, + 
And warbling ſing the Muſes Nine, 

Ne And warbling ſing the Muſes Nine. 
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( 134 ) 

Come every ſprightly Joy to taſte, 
That rural Art and Nature boaſt ; 

Come every ſprighily Joy to taſte, 
That rural Art and Nature boaſt ; 

Fly hither with the Lightning's Haſte, 
And be the univerſal Toaſt, | 
And be the univerial Toaſt. 


A Scene ſo . beauteous can't be ſhown, 
Tho” thou ſhould'ſt every Realm ſurvey ; 
A Scene fo beauteous, Sc. 

As all where'er thou com'it muſt own, 
Thy Graces bear unnvall'd Sway. 


SONG CIXIV. 


ATR is the Swan, the Ermin white, 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
The Moon, reſpendent Queen of Night, 

And Snows that drive before the Gale; 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my {/abel. 
Sweet is the Violet, ſweet the Roſe, 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ſtray; 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 
Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And amorous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-Lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all ; 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 


But fonder I of Jabel. 
; 2 S ONO 
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8 O0 NG CLXV. 


p 


Y roving Heart has oft, with Pride, 
Diſſolv'd Love's ſilken Chains; 


Une wanton Deity defy'd, 


And ſcorn'd his ſharpeft Pains : 


but from thy Form reſiſtleſs ſtream 


Such Charms as moſt controul ; 


In thee the faireſt Features beam, 


The nobleſt, brighteſt Soul, 
The nobleſt, brighteſt Soul. 


175 in thy Converſe all the Day, 


Life's Sand unheeded runs; 


f Dich thee I'll hail the riſing Ray, 


And talk down Summer Suns, 


bon Loves Congenial, ſtill the ſame, 


With equal Force ſhall ſhine ; 


3 cloy'd Deſires can damp the Flame 


Which Friendſhip will refine, 
| Which Friendfhip will refine. 


f SONG CLXVL 


ONG had I borne of Love the Pain, 
1 And long in Silence dragg'd his Chain; 
| Wah Reſolution ne'er to tell 

The Love I bore to Iſabel, 

| The Love I bore to Iſabel. 


[ The Fire ſhe kindled in my Bre aſt, 
8 n:loſophy would have ſuppreſs'd ; 
Put in that Breaſt Love took its Stand, 


W riumphant with a burning Brand, 


S Triumphant with a burning Brand. 
12 Dear 


( 136 ) 


Dear Iſabel, thou much lov'd Maid, B 
Bring to a bleeding Heart thine Aid; 8 
Thou haſt the Fountain, thou the Power, 16 
To quench a Flame that would devour, I 
To quench a Flame that would devour. T 


To eaſe me of the thrilling Smart, 
To wrenci: the Dagger from my Heart, 
And to apply a Hand divine, 
O! Goddeſs of my Soul is thine, 
O! Goddeſs of my Soul is thine. 


SONG CLXVI. 


IIS not the liquid Brightneſs of thoſe Eye, 
That ſwim with Pleaſure and Delight: 

Nor theſe fair heavenly Arches. which ariſe, 
O'er each of them to ſhade their Light: 
Tis not that Hair which plays with ev'ry Wind 
And loves to wanton round thy Face, 
Now ſtraying o'er thy Forehead, now behind 
Retiring with inſidious Grace, 

Retiring with inſidious Grace. 
Tis not that lovely Range of Teeth, as whit 
As new thorn Sheep, equal and fair; 
Nor ev'n that gentle Smile, the Heart's Delight 
With which no Smile could e'er compare : 
Tis not that Chin fo round, that Neck fo fine. 
Thoſe Breaſts that ſwell to meet my Love; 
That eaſy floping Waiſt, that Form divine, 
Nor aught below, nor aught above, 
Nor aught below, nor aug ht above. 


"Tis not the living Colours over each, 
By Nature's fineſt Pencil wrought, (Peach, 
To ſhame the freſh blown Roſe and bloomit! 
And mock the happieſt Painter's Thought; f 


1997-9 
But 'tis that gentle Mind, that ardent Love, 
So kindly anſwering my Deſire; 
| Graces with which you look, you ſpeak, and 
: move, 
q That thus have ſet my Soul on Fire, 


"x" HITS Bo 


That thus have ſet my Soul on Fire. 
SONG CLXVIII. 


HEN Chl ſhines ſerenely gay, 

O! how Love's Goddeſs the outvies ! 
How on her Lips the Graces play, 

And Cupids wanton in her Eyes! 

Wat ſoft Delight her Smiles impart ! 
Waat Raptures does young Damon feel! 
Wen thus ſhe raviſhes my Heart, 

Wil Joys too mighty to reveal, 

With Joys too mighty to revent 


be vain, conceited of her Sex, 
Treat with Contempt the Lover's Pain; 
Wondly delight to teaze, perplex, 
end triumph o'er a dying Swain. 
ut Chloe has a heav'nly Mind, 
| Soul that's generous, great and brave; 
ao conquers only to be kind, 
nd makes it her Delight to ſave. 


SONG CLXIX. 
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e; | 
As over the flowery Meads I paſs, 
Where Nature ſpreads the Verdant Graſs, 
nd Daiſies intermingled ſtray ; 
Pex 91 chance to croſs the Plain, 
min; he fainter Beauties riſe in vain, - 


 Freſence only makes the May. 
14 O Love! 


(138) 

O Love! thou bitter Foe to Reſt, 
Who. baft, within this harmleſs Breaft, 
So home the ſtriking Arrow ſent, 
Relieve a poor unwary Maid, 
Who fondly gazing. was betray'd, 
Nor knew what Self-deluſion meant. 
Since Cuſtom, cruel to the Fair, 
Forbids my Paſſion to declare, 
Aſſiſt, blind God of ſoft Defire ; 
To thy Omnipotence I kneel, 

Let him my ſecret Anguiſn feel, 
And burn for me with equal Fire. 


Then, if the lovely Youth appear, 


By Turns inclin'd to Hope and Fear, 


And tenderly his Paſſion move; 

My Heart ſhall flutter to his Sighs, 
My Heart ſhall flutter to his Eyes, 
And never never ceaſe to I ove. 


SONG. CIXX. 


Entle Youth, O! tell me why 
Tears are ſtarting from my Eye; 
When each Night from you I part? 
Why the Sigh that rends my Heart ? 
Why the Sigh that rends my Heart? 


Gentle Youth, O tell me true, 
Ts it then the fame with you? 
Gentle Youth, O! tell me true, 
Ts it then the ſame with you? 
Ts it then the ſame with you ? 


Tell we, when th' appointed Hour 
Calls us to the ſecret Bower, 


Bull 


fu! 


yluſbing, trembling, why I run, 


( 139 ) 


Farly as the riſing Snn ? 
Larly as, &c. 

Gentle Youth, O! tell me true, | 
s it then the ſame with you ? 

Gentle Youth, Cc. 
Tell me when the Pain I feel 
Pungent as the Wounds of Steel, 
When I feel the thrilling ſmart, 
Why I bleſs the pointed Dart? | 
| | Why Ib liß, &c. 
Gentle Youth, O! tell me true, 
is it then the ſame with you? 

Gentle Youth, &c. 


SONG CLXXI. 


70 4 Lady, who, being aſred by her Lower for iz 
Token of her Conſtancy, gave him a Knife.) 


AJ Hilc all your Thoughts on Martis rove, 
And Sighs are wafted o'er the Sea ; 
This Gift denotes your fading Love, 
Denotes you loſt to me, 
Denotes you loſt to me. 


Once Damon's Touch your Senſes charm'd, 
Your mantling Blood in Torrents flow'd ; 
No common Flame our Boſoms warm'd, 
With mutual Fires we glow'd, 
With mutual Fires we glow'd. 
But now your Blood grown flow and cold, 
Anſwers no more my beating Heart; 
This Gift was needleſs to untold 


Poor Damon's Fate; we part. 


(140) 

"Tis Death alone can cure Deſpair; 
My Eyes no more my Pangs ſhall feed: 

Behold the Knife! —ſtart not, my Fair; 
*Tis only I ſhall bleed. 


SON G CLXXII. 


ND muſt a faithful am'rous Swain 
Of fair Aminta now complain ? 

Be thus deſpis'd, and left alone, 
In Woods to make his piteous Moan ? 
Ah! luckleſs me, to love a Maid, 
Who never has my Love repaid! 
She ſees my Paſſion, but unkind, 
Rejects it careleſs as the Wind! 
My Preſents were beſtow'd in vain, 
She heard my Lays with proud Diſdain; 
And, thoughtleſs of her Strephon, ftrove 
To win another Shepherd's Love. 
Ah! truſt not to thy Charms, fond Maid, 
For Beauty, like a Flower, will fade! 
And, when thy Youth ſhall feel Decay, 
His Paſſion then will fade away. 


SONG CLXXIIL _ 
AT length too ſoon, dear Creature, 


Receive this fond Adieu; 

Thy Pains, O Love! how bitter! 
Thy Joys how ſhort, how few! 
Thy Joys how ſhort, how few ! 

No more thoſe Eyes, fo killing, 
The melting Glance repeat; 

Nor Boſom, gently ſwelling, 

With Love's ſoft Tumult beat ; 

Nor Boſom, gently ſwelling, 

With Love's ſoft Tumult beat. 


I 20 


( 141 ) 

1 go when Glory leads me, 

And points the dangerous Way; 

| Tho' coward Love upbraids me, 

| Yet Honour bids obey, 

. Yet Honour, &c. 
But Honour's boaſting Storx 
| Too plain thoſe Tears reprove, 
And whiſper, Fame, Wealth, Glory, 
| Ah! what are they to Love? 

| | And whiſper, &C. 
Two Paſſions, ſtrongly pleading, 

My doubtful Breaft divide; 


Lo! there my Country bleeding, | 
And here a weeping Bride, 
| . And here, &«æ. 
But know, thy faithful Lover | 
Can true to either prove; 
Tame fires my Veins all over, 
Yet every Pulte beats Love; 
Fame, &C. 


Then think, where'er I wander, 
| The Sport of Seas and Wind, 
No diſtant Hearts can ſunder, 
Whom mutual Truth has join'd, 

* Whom mutual, &C. 
Kind Heaven, the Brave requiting, 
| onall fafe thy Swain reſtore, 
And Raptures crown the Meeting, 
Which Love ne'er felt before; 

55 And Raptures, &c. 


8 SONG CLXXIV. 

| A Maiden's ſoft Wailings I now ſhall recite, 

g Whom Jealouſy robb'd of each rural De- 
: light ; Such 
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( 142) 
Such Strains never came from the Linnet's ſweet 
A | 
Nor ſings the gay Goldfineh fo charming a Note. 
At Duſk of the Evening, poor Phillis forlorn, 
With Love unreturn'd, and hard Labour no 

worn, Ss 
Firſt lean'd on her Rake, then with Hear: 
breaking Sighs, | 
She vented her Grief from her Lips and her Eyes. 
Come, Night dark as Pitch, and encompaſs my 
Head, EL 
For Celadon baſely from Phillis is fled ; 
The Ribbon his Cudgel undauntedly won, 
Laft Sunday the happier Dorcas put on. 
Tis ſure if he'd Eyes (but they ſay Love ha; 
none) (ell known; 
That Ribbon at Church might have made me 
Alack! Jam“ ſhent with curs'd Jealouſy's Smart, 
For with that ſame Ribbon he gave his falſe Hear. 
My Viſage I've often obſerved in yon Lake, 
My Features are not of the homelieſt Make: 
Tho' Dorcas may boaſt of a ſtill whiter Dye, 
The glaſſy black Slow turns in rolling my Eye; 
The faireſt of Bloſſoms will drop with each Bla, W 
But Beauty that's brown, like the Holly, will lat; W 
Her Skin much reſembles the pale withec'd Lech 
While fine Catharine Pears glow in my rudy 
Cheek. | 
Ah! did he but know the Attempt T withitooc, We 
When the ſpruce pretty ſquire I met in yon N 00! Wd 
A broad Piece of Gold he then put in my Hu, We 
But Virtue could him and his Proffer withſtand WE 


* Warmed. 


(143) 
If Virtue is nothing, then Life is my Foe, 
The murmuing Stream ſoon ſhall rid me of Woe. 
5 My Plaints, O ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 
'T'is hard, that a Damſel fo true dies a Maid. 


SON G CEXXV. 


E Nymphs, whoſe ſofter Souls approve 

| The touching Strain of Heart-telt Love, 
Ii tell you of the gentleſt Swain, 

That ever grac'd the rural Plain, 

That ever grac'd the rural Plain. 


ho but Lyſander has the Power 

To brighten ev'ry darkſome Hour ? 

To call a Smile from dimple Cheek, 

Or make the Blood forſake the Cheek, 
Or make the Blood forſake the Cheek? 


None with my Love cou'd e'er compare 
For manly Beauty, graceful Air; 
For Speech, whoſe Accents might inſpire 
Gay Delight and ſoft Defire, 
Gay Delight and ſoft Deſire. 
This matchleſs Youth I now poſſeſs; 
O Love! abate thy fond Exccſs, 
For I am loſt to all Relief, 
If Joy can kill as well as Grief, 
1 Joy can kill as well as Grief. 


SONG CLXXVI. 


TILL to be neat, ſtill to be dre ſs' d, 

O As you were going to a Feaſt ; 

N pal to be powder'd ſtill perfum'd; 

/ h! Lady, 'tis to be preſum'd 

" ho' Art's hid Cauſes are not known, 
Nature all is not your own. Give 


oo, 


ny 


Tis 


Nature all is not your own, 


(144) 
Give me a Look, give me a Face, 
That makes Simplicity a Grace ; 
Robes lovely flowing, Hair as free ; 
Such ſweet Neglect more takes with me 
Than all the glaring Modes of Art 
That ſtrike my Eyes, but not my Heart, 
That ſtrike my Eyes, but not my Heart. 


SONG CEXXVE - 


O fair Fidele's graſſy Tomb, 

Soft Maids and Village Hinds ſhall bring 

Each op'ning Sweet of earlieſt Bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 


No wailing Ghoſt ſhall dare appear 
To vex with Shrieks this quiet Grove ; 

But Shepherds Lads aſſemble here, 
And melting Virgins own their Love. 


No wither'd Witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No Goblins lead their nightly Crew, 
The female Fays ſhalt haunt the Green, 

And dreſs thy Grave with early Dew. 


The Redbreaſt oft, at Ev'ning Hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little Aid, 

With hoary Moſs, and gather'd Flowers, 
To deck the Ground where thou art laid. 


When howling Winds and beating Rains 
In Tempeſts ſhake the Sylvan Cell; 
Or midſt the Chace on every Plain 
The tender Thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Exci 


( 145) 
dach lonely Scene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the Tear be duly ſhed; 
Þ-lov'd, till Life could charm no more, 
| And mourn till Pity's felt be dead. 


SONG CLXXVIII. 


Hile Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine 
in Alliance, 

Wich Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; higher 

Tach Touch of her Lips makes the Wine ſparkle 

And her Eyes, by hei Drinking, redouble their Fire 
Ind her Eyes, by her Drinking, redouble their Fire. 

Her Cheeks grow the brighter, recruitng their 

Colour, 

Flowers with ſprinkling revive withfreſhOdour 
lis Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond 

| Curing, 

Ind the Liquor, like Oil, makes the E lame 

| more enduring, ſlenduring. 

nd the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame more 
| Cordials of Wine, Love i is kept from expiring, 
Ind our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and Deſiring 
tlieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 

nd we never are cloy' d, yet ever are taſting, 
0d we never are cloy'd, yet ever are taſting. 

hen, Phillis, begin; let our Raptures abound, 

Ind a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round; 
ur Joys are immortal, while thus we remove, 

tom Love to theBottle, from the Bottle toLove, 

gomLove to 3 from the Bottle to Love, 
SONG CLXXIX. 

Des VR E N 8 Song to ULYSSES. 

1 IIther, ſweet Uly/jes, haſte, 

1 Manly Beauty, come and taſte, 
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ell, 


(146) 
What the Powers of Blis unfold, 
oys too mighty to be told, 
. too mighty to be told. 
Taſte what Extaſies they give, 
Dying Raptures, taſte and live. 


Laviſn Nature ſheds her Store, 

Thrilling Joys unfelt before; 

Sweetly languiſhing Deſires, 

Fierce Delights, and am'rous Fires, | 
| : Fierce Delights, &c 


_— 7 


— 8 


Sweeteſt, doſt thou yet delay? 
Manly Beauty, come away. 
Sweeteſt, Fe, 


Liſt not when the Froward chide, 
Sons of Pedantry and Pride ; 
Snarlers to whoſe feeble Senſe 
April Sunthine is Offence, 


cr WE) OS 


April Sunſhine, & 
Envious Age alone decries 
Pleaſures which from Love ariſe. 

Enwious Age, & 

Come in Pleaſures, balmy Bowl, 

Stake the Thirſting of thy Soul, 
Till thy raptur'd Powers faint, 

Joys too exquiſite to paint, %% of; 

Sweeteſt, doſt thou yet delay? 

Manly Beauty, come away. Saweere/,, e 

Fa. S O N G CEXXX. | 

H, well a-day ! muſt I endure | 

This Pain, and who ſhall work my Cr 


„ 


| ( 147 ) 
Fond Love will never ſeek Repoſe, 
No Meaſure to its Grief it knows; 
The Winds are huſh'd, and dewy Sleep 
With ſoft Embrace has ſeized my Sheep 
All wrapt in Peaceful Slumber lie, 
But wakeful Philomel and J. 


Who better ſeen in Shepherd; Arts, 
To win the wanton Laſſes Hearts? 
MW How to my oaten Pipe fo ſweet, 

c. Wont they to change their nimble Feet? 
And many Tales of Mirth had I 
To chace the Sun, adown the Sky ? 
Since Lucy wrought her Spights, alone 
To Woods 1 pour my fruitleſs Moan. 
Oh! quit thy Scorn, relentleſs Fair! 
Fre long I periſh thro' Deſpair ; 
Had Roſalind poſſeſs'd my Mind, 
The Maiden wou'd have been more kind. 
"WO think! for Beauty will not ſtay, 
And Flowers ungather'd will decay: 
The Flowers returning Seaſons bring, 
hut Beauty has no ſecond Spring. 


Oh! would my Gift but win her Heart! 
Could J but half I fee] impart! 

For Plumbs I'd climb the knotty Tree, 
Of Honey rob the thrifty Bee. 

Far is my Flock, nor comeleſs I. 

Uf Fountains flatter not; and why 
Should Fountains flatter us, yet ſhow 


Jh, come, my Love! northink it mean 
he Duns to milk, the Lambkin; nean; 


' MP if * 


The Flowers leſs beauteous than they grow? 
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( 148 ) 
How wou'd the Crook beſeem thy Hand! 
How wou'd my Younglings round thee tang 
Ah, Younglings! gaze not on her Eye, 
Such Glances are the Cauſe I die; 
Sleep, ſleep, my Flock; for you may take 
Your Reſt, tho' thus your Maſter wake. 


S ON G CIXXXI. 


Y the Side of a Grove, at the Foot of a Hill 

Where whiſper'd the Beach, and where 
| murmur'd the Rill; 

I vow'd to the Muſes my time and. my Car, 
Since neither could win me the Smiles of the Fair 
Free I rang'd like the Birds, like the Birds free] 
| ſung, : | 
And Daphone's dear Name ne'er eſcap'd from 

my Tongue; | 
Whene'er a ſmooth Accent delighted my Far, 
I wiſh'd unawares, that my Daphne might hex, 
I wiſh'd, Ec. 


With faireſt Ideas my Boſom I ſtor'd, 

Alluſions to none but the Nymphs I ador'd ; 

And the more I with Study my Fancy refin'd, 

The deeper Impreſſion ſhe made on my Mind, 
The deeper, Cc. 


So long as of Nature the Charms I purſue, 

I ſtill muſt my Daphne's dear Image renew; 
The Graces have yielded with Daphne to rore, 
And the Muſes are all in Alliance with Love, 
Andie Mules, S. a 


S O0 NEF. 
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SONG CLXXXI. 


Hen fond you Damon's Charms recite, 
And in that pleaſing Name delight, 

and in that pleaſing Name delight, 

ſy Heart inflam'd by jealous Heats, 

With ſilent ſtrong Reſentments beats; 


For my pale Cheek the Colour flies, 
and all the Man within me dies, 

And all the Man within me dies. 
Turns my hidden Grief appears, 
u riſing Sighs, and falling Tears, 


1d! 


[n riſing, &c. 
hat ſhew too well the warm Deſires, 

The ſilent, ſlow, conſuming Fires, 

Which on my inmoſt Vitals prey, 

ud melt my very Soul away, 

| And melt my very Soul away. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


On Chloe ſleeping. 
NE of her Hands, one roſy Cheek lay under, 
Coz'ning the Pillow of a lawful Kiſs, 
Vick thereforeſwell'd and ſeem'dto part aſunder 
„ WH 4s angry to be robb'd of ſuch a Bliſs; 
he one look'd pale, and for Revenge did long, 
Vile other bluſl'd,*cauſeithaddonethe wrong. 


hut of the Bed the other fair Hand was 


ve, WW On a green Sattin Quilt, whoſe perfect White 


e, NCok'd like a Daiſy in a Field of Graſs, 


play this pretty Fair-one, ſafe to keep 
er lovely Form, that there lay faſt afſeep. 
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And appear'd like unmelt Snow unto the Sight; 
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( 150 ) 
SONG - CLXXXV, 


Oneſt Lover whatſoever, 

If, in all thy Love, there ever 
Was a Thought, to make thy Flame 
Not ſtill, even ſtill, the ſame; 

Know this, thou lov'ſt amiſs, 
Know this, thou lov'ſt amiſs, 
And to love true, 


Thou muſt again begin, and love anew. 


When ſhe firſt appears i'th' Room, 

If thou art not quite ſtruck dumb; 

And repeateſt not twice o'er 

Words, thou utter'dſt juſt before; 

Know this, Tc. 

Tf thy Fondneſs don't miſtake, 

And DefeRs for Graces take; 

{tf thou think'ſt not Jefts are nds. 

When ſhe worſe than nothing faid; 
Know this, Cc. 

If with her you chance to eat, 

And cut not Fingers ſtead of Meat, 

Or, with gazing on her Face, 

Riſe not hungry from the Place; 


Know this, Sc. 
If by this thou doſt diſcover, 
That thou art no perfect Lover, 
And, deſiring to love true, = 


Doſt begin to love anew ; 
Know this, Ce. 


wy 7 


( 151 ) 
$ON G CLXXXVI. 


On a young Lady, who was ſo cloſely watched by 
an Aunt her Guardian, that her Lover could 
never get an Opportunity to addreſs her. 


A V lorimel, of noble Birth, 
The moſt engaging Thing on Earth 
Jo pleaſe a blith Gallant, 
To pleaſe a blith Gallant ; 
Has much of Wit, and much of Worth, 
And much of Tongue to ſet it forth, 
But then ſhe has an Aunt, 
But then ſhe has an Aunt. 
How oft, alas! in vain I've try'd 
To tempt her from her Guardian's Side, 
And trap her on Love's Hook, 
And trap her, Cc. 
She's like a little wanton Lamb, 
That friſks about the careful Dam; 
But ſhuns the Shepherd's Crook, 
But ſhuns, Cc. 


Like wretched Dies, I am plac'd 
Toſee the Joys I ne'er mult taſte, 

Of all my Hopes bereav'n, 

Of all, Cc. 
Her Aunt's the dreadful Gulph betwixt, 
By all the Pow'rs of Malice fix'd 

To cheat me of my Heav'n, 

To cheat me of my Heav'n. 
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( 152 ) 
SONG CLXXXVIL 


| HY fo pale and wan, fond Lover 
Prithee, prithee, why ſo pale? 
If thy Looking well can't move her, 
Will thy Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, prithee, why ſo pale? 
Why ſo dull and mute, young Sinner? 7 
Why ſo dull, ſo dull and mute? 
If thy Speaking well can't move her, 
Will thy Saving nothing do't ? 
Why ſo dull, ſo dull and mute? 
Quit for Shame, this will not gain her, 
This will never, never do; 
If thy Whining can't attain her; 
Then no more, no more purſue, 


Fly from her, as ſhe flies you. 
SONG CLXXXVIIL A 


Damon. OCÞle'sWit, andBloom, and You!h 
= I vow'd and ſwore eternal Truth; 
In flowing Meads to toy and fport, 
T thought the Summer's Day too ſhort, 
I thought the Suramer's Day too ſhort 
But, ſince the Nymph refign'd her Charins, 
Her Beauties wither in my Arms, 
And Chloe, gentle, kind and fair, 
Is juſt as other Women are, 17 
Is juit as other Women are. 
Chloe. When Damon gentle was and true, 
I'vow'd, as other Maidens do; 


W [1 | ? 
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While humble at my Feet he lay, 


Too ſwiftly paſs'd the Summer's Day, 
Too ſwiftly, Oc. 
But, fince fondly ſaid J will, 
My fickle Swain has lov'd his Fill. 
And Damon, once my Pride and Care, 
Is juſt as ot her Shepherds are, 
Is juſt, tc. 


Damon. Upon the Muſic of her Tongue, 


49 
111? 


* ; 
455 
r 


All Day wich ſweet Delight T hung; 


7 


Again [ cry* d, again that Strain, 


And kiſs'd her I. ips, and kiſs'd again, 
And kiſs'd, Oc. 


But now her Voice ſo harſh oy grown, 


The Raven croaks a ſweeter Tone; 

i flop my Ears, and join the Throng 

Where Phillis ſings a ſweeter Song, 
Wherc Phillis: &c. 


When Damon met me on the Plain, 
I wiſh'd, and gaz'd, and wiſh'd again; 
Each Moment ſeem'd a tedious Day, 
If gentle Damon was away, 
If gentle, fc. 
But, wiſer now, no more! burn, 
Or languiſh for my Swair's Return, 
But haiten to the conſcious Vale, 
Where Th:ir/is tells a ſweeter Tale, 
Where Thirfis, &c. 


No longer then let each upbraid 


The roving Youth, or faithleſs Maid ; 
The Swain that wanders like the Bee, 
Should find the Nymph as falſe as he; 
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The Flame neglected faintly burns, 
The fickle God demands Returns : 
Tis mutual Love that warms Deſire, 
And fans and feeds the conſtant Fire. 


SON: G. CLXXXIX. 
The five following by a Gentleman, Author f 


ſeveral well received Pieces, particularly a 
atyrical Poem on the Hyperbole; Florella's 
Birth-Day, a Cantata. | 
A Riſe, ye Sylvan Swains, ariſe ! 
The Morn with Bluſhes ſtreaks the Skies, 
And Sol, with mild auſpicious Beams, 
Reflecting gilds the purling Streams: 
The Birds aloft in wanton Notes, 
Harmonious, ſtrain their little Throats; 
The Meads their flow'ry Sweets diſplay, 
And Nature hails the blithſome Day. 
„%% ATTY O, 
The Shepherds with their fleecy Care 
Upon the fertile Plains appear, 


And thus proclaim, in Songs of Mirth, 
The Day that gave Florella Birth. 


S ON G. 
Welcome, ev'ry Nymph and Swain, 
Welcome to this happy Plain; U 
Every Nymph ſhall kinder prove, | ST: 


And every Swain ſhall ſing of Love, 

And every, «Cl. 
Welcome, beauteous Queen of May, Dy 
Author of our Sports and Play. 
Let Love each gentle Heart inſpir2, 


Warm every Breaſt with fond Defire ; | 
Let“ 


(155 ) 
Let's drive away inſipid Care, 
And ſing the praiſe of ev'ry Fair, 
And fing, &c. 
While Mirth and Joy inſpire the I ay, 
And Beauty crowns the happy Day. 


SONG CXC. 


D AM O N. 4 Cantata, 
REI. 


Eneath ſomeſpreadingBeech Ell lull my Cares, 
Sigh to the Wind and wet the Earth with Tears 
No more my Pipe ſhall rend the verdant Plains, 
Nor lofty Hills reſound the mirthful Strains; 
Sretch'd on the dewy Earth ſecure I'll lay, 
And mourn with Philemela on the Spray. 


SONG. 


Why did Igaze with tender Joy 
Upon the lovely Maid, 
Where riſing Sweets the Eyes decoy, 
And ſacred Peace invade ? 
Enhappy Swarn, unhappy me, 
vince Delia's falſe, ah! cruel ſhe, 
Since Delia's falſe, &c. 
N 
Hide me for ever from her Face, ye Groves, 
Where tuneful Songſters tell their little Loves. 
AIR. 
But oh! what Glee would fill my Heart, 
If Delia once was true; 
What Scene could e er ſuch Bliſs impart 
Of Beauties ever new? 
Graceful 
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Graceful Air, 
Sweet as fair, 
Blith as May, 
Bright as Day, Bright as, & 
Try the lavely Nymph to move, 
Cupid, gentle God of Love, 
Cupid, gentle God, . 


SONG CXCL 


"T*Hrough the cool enamell'd Grove, 
Sltrephon walk'd in penſive State; 
Soft around be chanc'd to move, 
Spy'd a Turtle and his Mate 
Gently billing in their Neſt, 
Cooing barmleſs Tales of Love; ; 
He the ſnowy Fair careſs'd, 
Fix d to him ſhe ſcorn'd to rove 
While the Swain with Rapture gaz'd, 
On the faithful happy Pair, 
(Tho' a different Scene) it rais'd 
Some Reflections on his Fair: 
Ah ! how conſtant (ſays the Swain) 
Is the ſnowy feather'd Throng ;} 
T, alas ! dolove in vain, 
In vain I tune my am'rous Song! 


Did Florella but approve 
Me to fill her ſnowy Arms; 
Strephon's Gift ſhould be his Love, 
Her's would be her blooming Charms; 
But, alas! ſhe flights her Swain, 
And his Paſſion ſtill denies ; 
Come, Florella, eaſe my Pain, 
Or th' enamour'd $rephon dies. 


SONG 


Cc. 
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SONG CXCI. 


Prithee, ſend me back my Heart, 
[ The glowing Heart you've won; 
But 1f from that you will not part, 
Then lend to me your own. 
O joyous Change of ſolid Bliſs, 
Exempt from future Care; 
When Lovers, by a balmy Kiſs, 
Their mutual Tranſports ſhare. 


Then, Delia, hear each tender Sigh, 
And tune my anxious Mind; 
Alhother Pains J will defy, 
When thou, my Fair, art kind. 
In thee each pleaſing Scene Ill trace, 
Where Love ſecure reſides ; 
Where every Air, and every Grace, 
With Virtue gently glides, 


SON G CXCII. 


An Invitation to Hornſea. 
HE N Spring bedecks the riſing Year, 


And Flowers adorn the verdant Plains, 
Tempts to the View each charming Fair, 
And Pleaſure yields the blithſome Swains ; 
Let me enjoy my harmleſs Wiſh, 
Where Swallows wing the dewy Glades ; 
Where purling Streams afford each Bliſs, 
And Hornſea fpreads her rural Shades. 


Where 
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Where from her lofty Summits view 
The neighb'ring Paſtures all around; [ 
Each Hill adorn'd with azure Hue, 
Each Hedge with Twigs of Ozier bound; 
Where Hivheate's Charms attract the Eye, 
And Flocks are bleating from afar; 
Where warbling Birds reſound the Sky, 
And vernul Sweets perfume the Air. 


Where Phælus, from his ſultry Throne, 
Smiles on each Proſpect here below; 
And gratefully his Pleaſures own, 
Where Cowſlips on the Meadows grow 
Charm'd, he beholds the Pleaſing Sight, 
And on each Village darts his Rays; 
The Birds, replete with ſweet Delizht, 


In rural Songs attempt his Praiſe. 


In Cottage bleſs'd, with warbling Flute, 
In am'rous Strains I'd fpend the Day ; 
Gently, Florella, touch the Lute, 
And join with Songſters on each Spray ; 
What ſolid Joys from hence ariſe, 
Secure from all domeſtic Harms ! 
Each Proſpect yields a freſh Surprize, 
But none outvies Florella's Charms. 


SONG Wel. 


Oung Delia does her Flame repeat, 
* She ſought my Love with Kiſſes ſweet; 
In Paſſion me ſhe has outdone, 
And now fhall have the Heart ſhe won. 


And, ſince thou pitieſt not thy Swain, 
I' ſeek my Delia on the Plain, 
Fil ſeek my Delia on the Plain, 


Rejoic'd 
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Re:oic'd another Maid to find, 

If not ſo fair, yet ſure more kind, 
If not ſo fair, yet ſure more kind. 


S ONO XC. 
H had I Juba's Lyre, 


Or Miriam's tune ful Voice; 
To Sounds like his I wou'd aſpire, 
In Songs like her's rejoice. 
My bum! de Strains but faintly ſhow, 
How much to Heav'n and thee I owe. 


SONG CXCVI. 


Ark, hark! the Linnet and the Thruſh, 
In dulcet Notes, 
They pour their Throats, 

And wake the Morn on every Buſh. 

From Morn to Eve they chaunt their Love, 


And fill with Melody the Grove. 
SONG CXCVI. 


Eroes, when with Glory burning, 
All their Toil with Pleaſure bear; 
And believe, to Love returning, | 
Lawrel Wreaths beneath their Care. 
War to hardy Deeds invites, 
Love the Danger well requites. 


SONG CXCVIIL 


4C ANT AA 


B eſt in Maria's Fr iendſnip, a fond Youth 


Plan'd Scenes of Pleaſures in Platonic Truth; 
Wine 
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While preſent, ev'ry Scene of Nature ſmil'd, 
But now her Abſence forms a barren Wild; 
Penſive he wanders thro' the ſhady Grove, 
And feels what he call'd Friendſhip to be Love. 


Ceaſe, throbbing Heart, in Juſtice ceaſe, 
Reſtrain thoſe deep-felt Sighs; 
Could'ſt thou expect to keep thy Peace, 
Yet fee Maria's Eyes? 
Could'ft thou expect to keep thy Peace, 
Yet fee Maria's Eyes? 
As well with Lightning thou might'ſt play, 
Or look againft the Blaze of Day. 
He pausd-and, trembling, breath'd theFair-one's 
Name, 
But now his Wiſhes fan the riſing Flame; 
Above the Friend, the Lover ſtands confeſs'd, 
While his fond Heart thus wiſhes to be bleſs'd: 
Maria, come, with-all thy heav*nly Charms, 
Wrap mein ſpeechleſs Tranſports in thy Arms; 
No more ſhall Friendſhip's ſtinted Joy 
The Place of mighty Love ſupply ; 
Let us, Maria, light up fierce Deſire, 
* And both, like Semele, at once expire. 
Maria, come, with all thy heav'nly Charms, 
* Wrap me in ſpeechleſs Tranſports in thy Arms. 
Theron, who heard unſeen the amorous Swain, 
Reſolv'd to cure, for he had felt the Pain, 
Aud thus advis'd, his Freedom to regain : 


Go to her and woo her, 
Stilltry her and ply her, 


{-- FO? 

When the Iron is hot, you muſt ſtrike ; 

The Sex are beſt pleas'd, 

Beft pleas'd when they're teaz'd, 
When they're teaz'd by a Man that they like. 


When a Woman ſays No, 

Redouble your Blow, 

She'll bear them as oft as you ſtrike ; 

The Sex are belt pleas'd, 

Beſt pleas'd when they're teaz'd, 
When they're teaz'd by a Man that they like. 


SONG CXCIX. 


\ Hile penſive on the lonely Plain, 


Far from the Sight of her I love; 
To the clear Stream I tell my Pain, 
And ſigh my Paſſion to the Grove. 


Eccho, ſweet Goddeſs of the Wood, 
From all thy Cells reſound my Care, 
And, Thames, along thy Silver Flood, 
Convey my Murmurs to the Fair. 
Tell her, oh! tell the charming Maid, 
in vain the feather'd Warblers ſing; 
In vain the Trees extend their Shade, 
Or blooming Hora paints the Spring. 


While abſent from her dearer Arms, 
Not all theſe Beauties can invite ; 


But, did ſhe bleſs her Damon's Arms, 
E'en barren Deſarts wou'd delight. 
Ihus the deſpairing Damon ſung, 
Under a Willow's mournful Shade, 
While Winds and Waves in Concert rung, / 
And ſigh'd and whiſper'd through the Glade. 
| SONG 


F102) 
SONO CC. \ 


{Sung by the fine Lady in Lethe.) 


H E Card invites, in Crouds we fly 
To join the jovial Rout, full Cry; 
What Joy, from Cares and Plagues all Day, 


To hie to the midnight Hark-away. a 
Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, \ 
Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there; 

The briſk, the bold, the young and gay, 

And roar to the joliy Hark-away. | 
Uncounted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, 7 
And drouſy Watchmen idly knock; 

Till Day-light peeps we ſport and play, \ 

All hie to the midnight Hark-away. 2 
When tir'd with Sport, to bed we creep, 8 
And kill the tedious Day with Sleep; 

To morrow's welcome call obey, 

And again to the midnight Hark-away. 

6 ON CCL ! 

Harming is your Shape and Air, N 
And your Shape as Morning fair: | ' 
Coral Lip and Neck of Snow, W 1; 
Cheeks, where op'ning Roſes blow : j 
When you ſpeak, or ſmile, or move, 4 
All is Rapture, all is Love. V 
But thoſe Eyes, alas! I hate, N 
Eyes, that, heedleſs of my Fate, 9 
Shine with undiſcerning Rays; _ 14 
On the Fopling idly gaze, \ 


Watch N 
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Watch the Glanees of ths Vain, 
Meeting mine with cold Diidain, 


S O N-G Cell. 


To Celia, on reading her Name in a Lampoon. 


HE Village Lurcher idle ſtrays, 
At Cynthia barking all the Night ; 
While Cynthia ſheds her ſilver Rays, 
And brightens at his harmleſs Spite. 


Like the fair Regent of the Skies, 
The faireſt Nymph of all the Plain 
The Rage of Satire may deſpiſe, 
And ſweetly ſmile with calm Diſdain. 


My Idol, all the Graces arm; 
Guily revenge the dull Offence ; 

Since out in a reſiſtleſs Charm, 
And look the Scribler into Senſe. 


S ONO CelII. 
OW ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celadox, 


flow, 
When, calm and ſerene, no Paſſion we know! 
The Morning, the Evening, itsPleaſures does bring, 
f we read, or we talk, or we pipe, or we ſing. 
But when the Boy Cupid once twangeth his Bow, 
And pierceth our Hearts with his Arrows of Woe z 
We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 
Nor Reading, nor 1 alking, nor Muſic can pleaſe. 
My Lathes in fanciful Muſings I ſpent, 
And look'd without Pain on the Laſſes of Kent; 
No Virgin with Feature, with Voice, or with Air, 
No Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare, N 
Ak 
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Ah! why did J fookſh abandon thoſe Plains 
To join in the Revels of- Swains! 
Where heedleſs young Chloe, unpractis'd in Arts, 
Entices to love the moſt indolent Hearts. 
My Books were my Charmers, my Thoughts 
my Delight, | 
In the Cool of the Morn, in the Stillneſs of Night; 
My Books and my Thoughts each other reliev'd, 
And the Minutes foft gliding were ſweetly deceiv'd, 
No Paſſion diſturb'd me, my Joys were my own, 
But now I'm ſo alter'd, as never was known 
My Heart from its Owner is quite gone aſtray, 
And Cloe torments it by Night and by Day. 


My Friend ſtill was welcome, whenever he came» 


My Friend ſaw my Countenance always the fame; 
O'er a Pot of Bohea, we grew merry and wile, 
And laugh'd at the 'Torments fond Lovers devile; 
But wounded by Chlze, I live in the Spleen, 
My Friend, with Surprize, ſees a Change in my 
| Mein, 
I bid him be gone, for his Wit and his Jeft 
But make him the more inſupportable Guett. 
How once ev'ry Object a Pleaſure did yield! 
If I walk'e in the Garden or travers'd the Field, 
On beautiful Landſkips I feaſted my Sight; 
When the Nightingale ſung, I could liften all 
Night. | 
But now as'T rove through the Valley or Glace, 
The beautiful Landſkips before my Eye fade; 
In the Nightingale's Note, no Muſic I find, 
For nothing but Ch/oe till runs in my Mind. 


If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 
With my Flute, by a Brook, I could ſolace my 
Grief ; | - If 
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Or ſleep to the lullaby Noiſe of the Stream, 

And wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 

But now all Endeavours in vain I apply, 

Since for CHoe I languiſh, for Chloe I die; 

To no Purpoſe I try on my Flute ev'ry Strain, 

And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in 
Vain. | 

Beware, filly Shepherds, how Love you defy, 

Beware of the deſperate Glance of her Eye; 

In Freedom ] triumph'd, and flouted the Swains, 

Who ſold themſelves Captives, and forg'd their 
own. Chains ; 

But Hnce I beheld her, alas! I'm undone, 

vince firſt I ſaw Cee, my Freedom is gone; 

have forg'd my own Chains, and I conſtantly | 
cry, 

Was ever poor Shepherd ſo wretched as I! 


How, Celudon, ſhall I my Paſſion reveal? 

Or, muſt J for ever my Torment conceal ? 

The Woe ſhe creates has ſhe Pity to hear? 

Ah. no! ſhe is cruel, as charming, I fear. 

Aſſiſt me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart, 

Or teach me to gain her; oh, teach me the Art! 
e merciful Powers, to you I complain; ; 

Ewe Love to the Nymph, or give Fa to the 

Swain. 


SONG CCIV. 


* Nancy but a rural Maid, 
And I her only Swain, 

To tend our Flocks on verdant Mead, 

And on the verdant Plain; 


O! 
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Oh! how I'd pipe upon my Reed, 
To pleaſe the lovely Maid ! 
While from all Senſe of Care w'are freed 
"Beneath an oaken Shade, 
Beneath, &c. 


When Lambkins under Hedges bleat, 
And Rain ſeems in the Sky; 
Then to our oaken ſafe Retreat 
We'd both together hie; 
T here I'd repeat my Vows of Love 
Unto the Charming Fair; 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring Heart ſhould prove 
Her Love like mine F; Incere, 
HDer. Lowe, &c. 


When Phar bu brigbt ſinks in the Weſt, 
And Flocks are pent in Fold; 
Beneath our oaken Tree we'd reſt, 
In Joys not to be told ; 
Then when Aurora's Beams ſet free 
The next enliv'ning Day; 
We'd turn our Flocks at Liberty, 
Then down we'd ſit and play, 
Then down, &c 


Let others fancy courtly Joys, 
I'd live in rural Eaſe; 
T heir Grandeur, and their Pride and Noiſe, 
Cou'd. ne'er my Fancy pleaſe. 
In Nancy ev'ry Joy combines, 
With Grace and blooming Youth ; 
In her with lucid Brightneſs ſhine 
Love, Conſtancy, and Truth, 
8 Conſlancy, Kc 


SONG 
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8 NG (ev. 
1 beſt a Scold can do, 


Shall never much delight me; 

The Threats of ſuch 4 Shrew 

Shall never vex or fright me; 
Her hckle wav'ring Smiles 

Shall ne'er have Pow'r to pleaſe me; 
The worft of all her IIIs 

Shall ne'er provoke or teaze me. 
Her Tongue, though as loud 

As the Shouts of a Croud; 
Her Tail, tho' as free 

As a Woman's can be; 
| no more would regard her, abroad or at Home, 
hogs a treacherous Jilt, or a noiſv Drum; 

But, when ſober and fad, to my Bottle would fly, 
and her female Revenge both deipiſe and defy, 


5.0 N. G CI 


HE Bird that hears her Neſtiings cry; 
And flies abroad for Food, 
Returns, impatient, through the Sky. 
To nurſe the callow Brood. 


The tender Mother knows no Jov, 
But bodes a thouſand Harms; 
And ſickens for the darling Boy, | 
While abſent from her Arms. 
duch Fondneſs, with Impatience join'd, 
My faithful Boſom fires, 
Nan foro d to leave my Fair behind, 
The Queen of my Desires! Phe 
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The Pow'rs of Verſe too languid prove, 
All Similes are vain ; 
To ſhew how ardenily J love, 
Or to relieve my Pain. 
The Saint, with fervent Zeal inſpir'd, 
For Heav'n and Joys divine; 
The Saint is not with Raptures fir'd 
More pure, nor warm than mine. 
I take what Liberty I dare, 
"EF were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my Longings to the Fair, 
The Goddeſs J adore. 


S8 O NG Cell. 


Courting, L went to my Love, 
| Who is ſweeter than Roſes in May; 
And when I came to her, by Joe, 
The Devil a Word could I ſay. 
I walk'd with her into the Garden, 
There fully intending to woo her ; 
But, may I be ne'er worth a Farthing, 
| If of Love 1 faid any Thing to her. 
I claſp'd my Hand cloſe to my Breaft, 
While my Heart was as light as a Feather; 
Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 
But,— Madam, tis very fine Weather. 
To an Arbour I did her attend, 
She aſk'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt End, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 
I aſk'd her which Way was the Wind, 


For I thought in ſome Talk we muſt enter; 


Why, Sir! ſhe anſwer'd, and grinn'd, 


wave you juſt ſent your Wits for a Venture 
Then 
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Then into the Parlour we went, | 
There I vow'd I my Paſſion would try; 
But there I was ſtill as a Mouſe; 
Oh! what a dull Booby was I ? 


Gn COVER: 


HEN firſt I faw Camilla fair, 
I felt an inward Smart ; 
None could with her bright Charms compare, 
"Twas ſhe that won my Heart. | 
in vain I ſtrove to gain her Love, 
In vain I ſigh'd for Aid; 
in vain I try'd her Heart to move, 
In vain to Cupid pray'd. 
Till, being tir'd with Tears and Vows, 
I unto Bacchus flew 3 | 
He, for a Time, my Pangs removes, 
But ſoon I bleed anew. 
Till Cupid for me did relent, 
And grieved at my Pain, 
A whirling Dart at her he ſent, 
Reſiſtance was in vain. 
t pierced fair Camilla's Breaſt, 
And warm'd her Soul to Love; 
vince when, with Sighs and Wiſhes preſs'd, 
She does my Flame approve. | 


S NG ee. 


HEN charming Myra firſt J ſaw, 
Her beauteous Form did ftrike an Awe, 
ll. Upon my wand'ring Eyes; 
Lat while I gaz'd upon her Face, 
e: Umiring eviry Charm and Grace. 
She did my Heart ſurprize. 


»nd ” 
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( 170) 
Soon as I felt the pleaſing Smart, 


Firſt Joy, then Grief, within my Hears, 


Alternate took their Courſe ; 
At laft I thought the wiſeſt Way 
Was frſt my Talents to difplay, 
Her Friendlhip to enforce. 
Her Friendfhip gain'd, I next aſpir'd, 
To what my longing Heart deſir'd, 
And crown my ardent Love: 
The charming, lovely, tender Maid, 
To own it mutual was afraid, 
But did not diſapprove. 


Tho' envious "Tongues with Arts have ſtrove 


To wrong me in my. Myra's Love, 
Their Efforts prov'd in vain ; 


For with Contempt her prudent Eye 


Did their malicious Reaſons ſpy, 
And mine does ſtill remain. 


SONG ee. 


RIS E, and hail the ſacred Day, 
Caſt all low Cares of Life away, 
And Thought of meaner Things; 
This Day, to cure thy deadly Woes, 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs aroſe, 
With Healing in his Wings. 


If Angels, on that happy Morn 
The Saviour of the World was born, 
Pour'd forth ſeraphic Songs ; 
Much more ſhou'd we, of human Race, 
Adore the Wonders of his Grace, 
To whom the Grace belongs. 


Hoy 


lr 

How wonderful! how vaſt his Love! 

Who left the ſhining Realms above, ; 
Thoſe happy Seats of Reft ! 

How much for loſt Mankind he bore, 

Their Peace and Pardon to reſtore, 
Can never be expreſs'd. 


While we adore his boundleſs Grace, 
And pious Mirth and Joy take Place 
Of Sorrow, Grief, and Pain ; 
Give Glory to our God on high, 
And not, among the general Joy, 
Forget Good-will to Men. 
O! then let Heaven and Earth rejoice, 
Creation's whole united Voice, 
And hymn the happy Day, 
When Sin and Satan vanquiſh'd fell, 
And all the Pow'rs of Death and Hell, 
Betore his Sov'reign Sway. 


$ O N-G---CCXE 


OUNG Damon ſighs, and pines away, 
L In Secret makes his Moan; 
Of Marcia thinks the life- long Day, 
Of Marcia thinks alone. 
Too long the Youth had arm'd his Breaſt, 
{ occurely rang'd the Plain; | 
He ſwore, © Akilling Eye's a Jeſt, 
And Love can give no Pain. 
But now, alas! his Notes are chang'd, 
Too late his Error ſpies ; 
And he who once a Rover rang'd, 
A Slave to Marcia dies. 3 
1. 2 Unleſs, 


(172) 
Unleſs, in*Pity to his Pain, 
She ſpeaks, and bids him live ; 
An Angel's Voice may fave the Swain, : 
And Damon's Fate reprieve. 


| Ct 

SONG CCI. 

| W. 

EAR not a gentle Swain, who ſues | 
Not Love, but Amity ; By 


Nor dread the Flame that, while it wooes, 

; Conjures thee to deny. 
The gen'rous Mind diſdains to own 1. 
A Paſſion that deſtroys: 


Laments, not ſeeks the tranſient Boon bat 
That in Poſſeſſion dies. 5 
Thee not the changeling Fancy's Sport we 
Arms with a feeble Dart; Wo 
But awful Reaſon bids me court 2 
Thy Friendſhip with thy Heart. 
Reafon ſhall guide my Hopes of Joy, 
All my Reſolves enforce ; 
Nor let a lawleſs Flame deſtroy 
That Virtue it adores. | 15 
T court alone the chaſte Reward, Wi. 
Her rigid Laws approve ; * 
Thy Honour is not more thy Guard The 


Than my untainted Love; _ 
The Fool the Cauſe of Vice can plead, : 
Th' abandon'd may comply; 
But be it ours, O virtuous Maid! 

To triumph and deny. 


SONG An 


6 
Ne een. 


EAUTY and Wit. illuſtrious Maid, 
Bright as to you belong : 
Charm all Mankind without the Aid 
Of ſoft melodious Song. 
Why will you add, enchanting Fair, 
The Magic of your Voice ; 
By which in us you cauſe Deſpair, 
Yet make our Fate our Choice. 


n vain to tempt Laertes Heir 
Their Songs the Syrens try'd ; 

But, could their Notes wita thine compare, 
He muſt have heard and dy'd. 

ding on, bright Maid, repeat eaci Strain, 
Tho' in each Strain's a Dart; 

We die by Pleaſure, not by Pain, 

While thus you pierce the Heart. 


SONG - COXIV. 
HEN bright Aurelia trip the Plain, 


How chearful then were icen 
The Looks of every jolly Swain, 
V ho aim'd Aurelia's Heart to gain 
With Gambols on the Green? 
Their Sports were innocent and gay, 
lixt with a manly Air; | 
hey ran, they danc'd, they ſing and play, 
i Grove to pleaſe, their diff'rent Way, 
This charming lovely Fair. 
70 ambitious Strife ſhe'd ſtill admire 
G nd equally approve z | 
L 3 Till 
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(174) 
Till Phaon's tuneful Voice and Lyre 
With ſofteſt Muſic did inſpire 
Her Soul to gen'rous Love. 
Their wonted Sports the reſt decline, 
Their Arts are all in vain ; 
The Nymph is conſtant as divine, 
'The more they envy and repine, 
The more the loves her Swain. 


$ ON G- CEXV. 


HARMING Cloe, look wirh Pity 
On your faithful love-ſick Swain; | 
Hear, oh! hear his doleful Ditty, | 
And relieve his mighty Pain. | 
Find you Muſic in his Sighing ? 
Can you ſee him in Diſtreſs, | 
Wiſhing, trembling, panting, dying, 
Yet afford no kind Redreſs? 
§trephon, woo'd by lawleſs Paſſion, 
For no Favours rudely ſues; 
All bis Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him Wooes. 
Love for Love's the Swain's Ambition ; 
But, if that is deem'd too great; 
Pity, pity, his Condition, 
Say at leaſt you do not hate. 
Should yon, fonder of a Rover, 
Practis'd in the Art of Guile, 
Slight ſo true and kind a Lover, 
Chloe, might not Strcphon ſmile ? 
Yes; well pleas'd at thy Undoing, 
\ ulgar Lovers might upbraid ; 
£7reþhon, conſcious of thy Ruin, 
Soon wou'd be a filent Shade. 


i 
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$ O N-G CCXVYT. 


HEN Sapphs ſtruck the quiv'ring Wire, 
The throbbing Breaſt was all on Fire; 
And, when ſhe rais'd the vocal Lay, 
The captive Soul was charm'd away. 


But had the Nymph, poſſeſs'd of theſe, 
Thy ſofter, chaſter Pow'r to pleaſe; _ 
Thy beauteous Air of fprightly Youth, 
Thy native Smiles of artleſs Truth; 


The Worm of Grief had never prey'd 
On the forſaken, love- ſick Maid; 

Wor had ſhe mourn'd an hapleſs Flame, 
Nor daſh'd on Rocks her tender Frame. 


SONG CCXVIL 


H fatal Shafts unerring move, 

L | bow before thine Altar, Love! 
T teel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs Flame 
Glide ſwift through all my vital Frame! 
For, while I gaze, my Boſom glows, 
My Blood in Tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, Fear, and Joy alternate roll, 
And Floods of Tranſports whelm my Soul! 


My fault'ring Tongue attempts in vain 
in ſoothing Murmurs to complain 

My Tongue ſome ſecret Magic ties, 
My Murmurs fink in broken Sighs! 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal Care, 
And ever drop the filent Tear, 
Unheard I mourn, unknown 1 ſigh, 
Unfriended live, unpitied die. 


\ SONG 


(170 ) 
SONG CCXVIII. 


Here now are all my flatt'ring Dreams «; 
Joy! | 
Monimia, give my Soul her wanted Reſt ; — 
Since firit thy Beauty fix d my roving Eye, 
Heart-gnawing Cares corrode my penſive 


Breaſt ! 


Let happy Lovers fly where Pleaſures call, 
With feſtive Songs beguile the fleeting Hour, 
Lead Beauty thro' the Mazes of the Ball, 


Or preſs her wanton in Love's roſeate Bower. 


For me, no more I'll range th'empurpled Meu, 
Where Shepherds pipe, and Virgins dance 
around ; 
Nor wander thro' the Woodbine's fragrant Shade, 
To hear the Muſic of the Grove reſound. 
I'll ſeek ſome lonely Church, or dreary Hall, 
Where Fancy paints the glimm'ring Taper 


blue; 
Where Damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd 
Wall, 
And ſheeted Ghoſts drink up the midnight 
Dew. | 


There leagu'd with hopeleſs Anguiſh andDefpair, 
A while in Silence o'er my Fate repine ; 
'Then, with a long Farewell to Love and Care, 
To Kindred Duſt my weary Limbs conſign. 
Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious Tear 
On the cold Grave, where all my Sorrows reſt? 
Wilt thou ſtrewFlow'rs, applaud my Love fincere, 
Ana bid the Turf lie light upon my Breaſt ? 


S ON 


SONG CCXIX, 


Envy not the Proud their Wealth, 
Their Equipage and State; 
Give me but Innocence and Health, 

[ aſk not to be great. 


„in a ſweet Retirement, find 
A Joy unknown to Kings, 

gor Sceptres to a virtuous Mind 
Seem yain and empty Things. 


Great Cincinnatus, at his Plough, 
With brigher Luſtre ſhone, 

Than guilty Cæſar e'er could ſhew, 
Tho' ſeated on a Throne. 


Tumultuous Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
Ambition ever knows ; 
\ Stranger to the calm Delights 


Of Study and Repoſe. 
Then free from Envy, Care, and Strife, 
Keep me, ye Pow'rs divine; 


And pleas'd when ye demand my Life, 
May I that Liſe reſign. 


Ss O-N & CCAX. 


Trephin, your Breach of Faith and "Truſt 
Affords me no Surprise; 
\ Man, who grateful was or juſt, 
Might make my Wonder riſe. 


That Heart to you, fo fondly ty'd, 


3 
; With Pleaſure wore its Chain; 
but, from your cold, neg'cttul Pride, 


Found Liberty again. For 
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For this no Wrath inflames my Mind, 
My Thanks are due to thee ; 

Such Thanks as generous Victors find 
Who ſet their Captives free. 


SONG CCXXL. 


Thouſand different Arts I try'd 
| To vary Celia's Face; 
And at each Alteration ſpy'd 
Some new reſiſtleſs Grace. | 
Now chearful Mirth, with gay Delight, 
Shines in her Eyes confeſs'd ; 
Now Sorrow clouds their beamy Light, 
And heaves her ſnowy Breaſt. 


Fach diff 'rent Turn of Mirth, or Spleen, 


Still gave the Maid new Charms; 
Anger alone remain'd unſeen, 

Which every Nymph diſarms. 
Fair one, can you forgive the Art 

Which did your Wrath provoke ; 
Alas! far diſtant from my Heart 
Was that raſh Word I ſpoke. 


And know, this Paſſion only thew'd 
New Graces to my Sight; 


Your Cheeks with brighter Beauties glow'd, 


Your Eyes flaſh'd keener Light. 
Like Semele's, my daring Aim 
Would on TFove's Lightning gaze; 
But ſunk amidſt the fatal Flame, 
And periſh'd in the Blaze.“ 


SONG 


An 


On 
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SONG CCXXI. 


T Dewy Dawn, 
As o'er the Lavyn, 

Young Roger early ſtray'd, 
He chanc'd to meet 
With Fenny ſweet, 

The blooming Country Maid. 
Her Cheeks ſo red, 
With Bluſhes fpread, _ 

Shew'd like the breaking Day; 
Her modeſt Look 
The Shepherd took, 

dne ſtole his Heart away. 


With tender Air 
He woo'd the Fair, 

And movingly addreſs'd; 
For Love divine 
Can Clowns refine, 

And warm the coldeſt Breaſt. 
Her Eyes he prais'd, 
His Voice he rais'd, 

On her enchanting Face, 
Where Innocence 
And Health- diſpenſe 

Each winning roſy Grace. 
Young Fenny's Breaſt 
Love's Power confeſs'd, 

And felt an equal Fire; 
Nor had ſhe Art 
To hide her Smart, 

r check the ſoft Deſire. 


Hymen unites 


In bliſsful Rites 


( 180 ) 


The Fair, the matchleſs TWO; 
And Wedlock nc'er 
Could boaſt a Pair 


More lovely or more true. 


Ye Rich and Great, 
How ſeldom Fate 

Gives you ſo mild a Doom! 
Whoſe wand'ring Flames, 
And wanton Dames 

A mutual Plague become. 


While Coach and Six 
'Your Paſſion fix, 
You buy your State too dearly ; 
Ah, courtly Folks ! 
You're but the Jokes 
Of thoſe who love ſincerely. 


S O NG CCXXIMI. 


| Ying is an Occupation, 
| Us'd by all who mean to riſe ; 
Politicians owe their Station 
But to well concerted Lyes. 


Thoſe to Lovers give Aſſiſtance 
To enſnare the Fair-one's Heart; 
And the Virgin's beſt Reſiſtance 


Yields to this commanding Art, 


| Study this ſuperior Science, 
= Would you riſe in Church or State; 
| Bid to Fruth a bold Defiance, 

'Tis the Practice of the Great, 


SON 


Ein! 
8 O0 NG CCXXIV. 
3 melancholy Thoughts a Prey, 


With Love and Grief opprels'd ; 


To Peace a Stranger all the Day, 
And all the Night to Reſt. 

or thee, diſdainful Fair, I pine, 
And waſte the tender vigh, 

By that obdurate Heart of thine 
My balmy Bleſſings fly. 

O look to yon celeſtial Sphere, 

Where Souls in Rapture glow ; 

ind dread to want that Mercy there 
Which you refus'd below. 


SONG CCXXV. 


Ome for their Forms I have defir'd, 
And others for their Wit admir'd ; 

et, Fair-one, I can truly vow, 

never, never lov'd, till now. 

o Language can deſcribe the Pain 

"ch in your Abfence I ſuſtain ; 

paint the rapturous Delight, 

hich ſwells my Boſom at your Sight ; 
when the golden Sun declines, 

1 Heliotrope her Head reclines, 
[tquickens with his vital Ray, 

id ſpreads her Beauties to the Day 


M 5 ON 


Ae} 
SONG CCXXVI. 


Love! by thy Almighty Pow'r, 
Transform me to that new blown Flow'r, 
W hich, fram'd for Sweetneſs and Delight, 
Attracts my lov'd Almeria's Sight: 
Betold, in vernal Beauty dreſt, 
It decks the lovely Virgin's Breaſt ; 
Whence it ſuperior Grace aſſumes, 
And with unrivall'd Beauty blooms, 


Why am I not thut gentle Air, 

Which flutters, fans, and cools the Fair ! 
Too happy Zephyr! balmy Gale! 
That Fragrance from her Breath you ſteal: 
See, while your Pain you ſofily figh, 
And on her ſnowy Boſom die; 

Thy Goddeſs, Flora, jealous grows, 

And with divine Refentment glows. 


Why am I not that Bird, whoſe Note, 
Sweet warbling in his liquid Throat, 
Bids every Grove and Vale rejoice ? 
His tender, ſoft, melodious Voice, 
Nightly with his enchanting Strain, W} 
Does, in the Woods, my Love detain, 

Till, liſt'ning, ſhe forgets to fear 
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| The Dangers that may threaten there. Anc 
| When Phæbus Darts direct his Beams, 
| Almeria ſeeks the cooling Streams ; In, 


"The River God with Pride receives 
Almeria to his azure Waves; 3 


But 


Witt 


. 
With murm' ring Joy they round her move, 
And take her for the Queen of Love. 
Ye Gods! were I that happy Stream! 
How ſhould my fierce, my rapid Flame— 
Pardon, thou bright, thou matchleſs Fair! 
The bold Preſumption of my Pray'r ; 
Gladly would I my Being change, 
Gladly from Form to Form I'd range ; 
Might J. in any Shape, delight 
Almeria's Senſe, or pleaſe her Sight ; 
Or might thoſe Variations prove 


The Truth of my unalter'd Love. 
SONG CCXXVII. 


N B Moon: ſhiny Night, 
| When the Stars twinkled bright, 
You might fee o'er the Lawns at one View, 
Young Cupid fat Huſh | 
Behind a Roſe-buſh, 
As if he had nothing to do. 
It was Pity I ſwear, 
Poor Sylvia was there, 
Who fo often had baffled his Pow'r ; 
She to Chloe apply'd. 
Who walk'd by her Side, 
And both thought themſelves mighty ſecure 
Blind Cupid, ſaid ſhe, 
How filly is he! 
And how laviſh he's grown of his Darts! 
At random he wounds 
he mcaneſt of Clowns, 
But deſpairs of our generous Hearts. 


M 2 T here's” 
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( 184 ) 
There's Damon and thee, 
There's Alexis and me, 
What a Game we have made of his Skill ? 
Tho' he and his Mother 
Make ne'er ſuch a Pother, | | 
We'll none of us yield to their Will. F 
/ 


Let's gather a Roſe, 
Now ' tis freſh with the Dews, 


Not Venus herſelf is more ſweet ; 0 
Where the blind Puppy here, v 
We have nothing to fear, v 
I'd give him his own, did we meet. 7T 
Say you ſo, pretty Maid, 
The young Urchin ſaid, T 
Theſe Arrows are ſharp, I ſuppoſe 5 * 
He aim'd at each Heart, T 
They fhrink'd at the Smart, D. 
But thought it a Thorn from the Roſe; 
Sooh came the two Swains, 1 
Tripping over the Plains, Ar 
And ſnatch'd a ſweet Roſe, as they paſt- . 
The little blind Brat du 
Shot, and hit them full patt, 
Jo he conquer'd em all at the laſt. Th 
Cupid cry'd out, Mamma, 10 
With a Ha, ha ha ha! — | Th 


Why what haſt thou done, my dear Lovey * 1 
I've met with the Crew, | 
| That deſpis'd me and you, 
And 1 feek ! L have caught the whole Covey. 


8 ON 


(155) | | g 4 1 
SONG CCXXVII. 


On a Lady's being drowned. 


* S TI by the Margin of the Sea, 
And on the damp and ſhelly Shore; 
A Swain in penſive Poſture lay, 
And thus his hard Miſhap deplore, 
His hard Miſhap deplore. 


O cruel Fate, ah, hapleſs Hour, 

When I and Celia ſaifd the Deep; 

When, huſh'd by ſome deluding Pow'r, 

The Winds and Waves were laid afleep, 
The Winds were laid aſleep. 


Too ſoon, alas! the peaceful Scene 

Chang'd to a Storm, the Tempeſts roar; 

The Sky look'd black, the ſmoaking Main 

Daſh'd its fierce Waves againſt the Shore, 
Fierce Waves againſt the Shore. 

Twas then my Heart wept Drops of Blood, 

| And, like the Ship, was rent in Twain; 

When Celia founder'd in the Flood, 

dunk, ſtruggled, roſe, and ſunk again, 

Sunk, roſe and ſunk again. 


Thrice did I plunge beneath the Waves, 
To catch the ſinking panting Fair ; 
Thrice made a vain Attempt to ſave, 
l{hriek'd, J rav'din mad Deſpair, 

I rav'd in mad Deſpair. 


M 3 | : How 


( 186 ) 
How fain wou'd Damon then have dy'd, 
And hurry'd to the World beneath ; 
To ſeek his Love, and by her Side 
Lament her too untimely Death, 
Her too untimely Death. 


SONG CCXXIX. 


Retty Wanton, come away, 
Lovers Month is always May ; 
Long have I, too long to ſay, 
Su'd the wanton Thing to play; 
But, alas ! and well a-day, 
When I 5 you cry me Nay, 
| When J ſue, &% 


To requite my ling'ring Stay, 

Pay me now or never pay; 

Nature ſmiles, and all is gay, 

All is deck'd in beſt Array; 

Pretty Wanton, come away, 

Let us love the Month of May, 

Let us, kt. 


Little Wanton, let us rove 

Thro' the fragrant Myrtle Grove; 

There to hear the Turtle- Dove 

Cooing Sonnets to its Love ; 

Every Turtle equals Jove, 

Tho' the God for Beauty firove. 
Tho the Cod, &e. 


Let us then our Times improve, 
Sonnets may your Scorn remove, 
Coyneſs doth not thee behove. 
Wear the Wreath a Shepherd wove, 


Little 


2e. 


( 187 ) 
Tittle Wanton ! let us rove, 
Thro' the fragrant Myrtle Grove, 


Thro' the fragrant, &c. 


Prithee, Wanton, come away, 

Slight not Love with cold Delay; 

Every Field is green and gay, 

Every Hawthorn's crown'd with May ; 

Jocund Birds, on ev'ry Spray, 

Warble out the live-long Day, 
Warble, &c. 

Every Swain, in Shepherd's Grey, 

Tunes his fav'rite Roundelay; 

Tender Lambkins ſportive ſtray, 

Bloſſom Buds their Sweets diſplay; 

Come, my Wanton, come away, 


Let us love the Month of May, 
Let us, &E. 


SON GG CCXXX. 


| V I E W my Eyes, my lovely Charmer, 


Conſtancy has now the Day; 
Tell me not my Heart was warmer, 
When it us'd to go aftray : 
Love, in Youth, doth fiercely blaze, 
but ſo ſtrong it never ſtays ; | 
Love in Youth does fiercely blaze, 
But ſo ſtrong it never ſtays. 
If I follow'd every Creature, 
Sure the Fault may be forgiv'n ; 


Tis the Frailty of our Nature, 
Who can change the Will of Heav'n ? 


M 4 . 
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( 188 ) 


Tho' the Object might be new, | * 

Yet to Love I ſtill was true; A 
| Tho? the Object, ec. ; 

Cupid, Guardian of my Heart, In 
| Let it looſe to rangea while ; 

In each Eye it found a Dart, U 

And engag'd by every Smile. 
Thus it was for you deſign'd, P 


Form'd by Practice to his Mind ; 
Thus it was, Ec. 

Cupid, to me ever kind, 

EKept the pureſt of the Fire; 
Droſs conſum'd my Heart refin'd, 

Made it flame with ſoft Deſire: 

Such a Flame as will be true, 

Such the Gods reſerv'd for you; 
Such a Flame, Sc. 


01 
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SONG CCXXXI. 


H! cruel, bloody Fate, what canſt tho. 5 
now do more; 

Alas! *tis now too late Philander to reſtore ; \ 

Why ſhould the heav'nly Powers perſuade poor 
Mortals to believe i 

They guard us here, and reward us there, j*! 
all our Joys deceive ? F 
Her Poniard then ſhe took, and held it with het. 
Hand, 

And witha dying Look cry'd, Thus! Fate com. 

. mand: 


Philandm, 


( 189 ) 
Philander, ah! my Love, I come to meet thy 
Shade below 3 
Ah! I come, ſhe cry'd, with a Wound ſo wide 
there needs no ſecond Blow. 


In purple Waves her Blood ran ſtreaming down 

the Floor, | 
| Unmov'd, ſhe ſaw the Flood, and bleſs'd her 
dying Hour; 

Philander, ah! Philander till, the bleeding 
Phillis cry'd; 

She wept a-while, then forc'd a Smile, then 
clos'd her Eyes and dy d. 


SONG CCXXXII 


W HEN Chloe by your Slave purſu'd, 


Why ſhould you fly ſo faſt ? 

So the ſtray'd Fawn i'th' pathleſs Wood 
To her loſt Dam makes Haſte: 

Each Noiſe alarms, and all Things add 
New Terrors to her Fear ; 

She ſtarts at every dancing Shade, 

Each Breath of finging Air, 


With ev'ry Leaf, each Buſh that ſhakes 
Throughout the murm'ring Grove, 
Her ſympathetic Heart partakes, 
She trembles as they move. 


Fond Maid! unlike the Wolf and Boar, 


Lo hunt not to deſtroy ; 
My utmoſt Prey would be no more 
. Than you might give with Joy. . 
M 5 Urg'd 


Como) 
Urg'd on by ſoft an gentle Love 
I harmleſly purſue ; 
Your Flight to me may cruel prove, 
But not my Chace to you. 


Ceaſe, idie Dreams of fancied Harm, 
To childiſh Fears Trapans ! 

Leave Running to thy Mother's Arms, 
Who now art fit for Man's. 


SONG . CCXXXIITL, 


F you would keep your Damon true, 
And conſtant as before ; 

Let him perceive no Change in you, 
And he'll be falſe no more. 

Tis not that Celia is more fair, 

Or has more Charms than you; 

But that ſhe's leſs diſturb'd with Care, 
If he be falſe or true. 


Why then ſhould you diſgrace with Tears 
That Face which once was gay? 
Or why ſhould you diſtract with Fears 
That Heart whichonce was May ? 
Let Smiles again adorn your Face, 
Again be gay and glad; 
And he'll again reſume his Place, 
Or elſe by Jowe he's mad. 


S ON G CCXXXIV. 


R UST not, Man, for he'll deceive you, 
Treachery is his ſole Intent; 

Firſt he”! court you, then he'll leave you, 
Poor deluded to lament : | RE 

| Liſten 
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(191). 
Liften to a kind Adviſer, 
Men purſue but to perplex ; 


Wou'd you happy be, grow wiſer, 
And avoid the faithlefs Sex. 


Form'd by Nature to undo us, 
They eſcape our utmaſt Heed ; 
Oh! how humble when they woo us, 
Oh ! how vain when they ſuccced. 
So the Bird, when once deluded 
By the arifa) Fowler's Snare, 
Mourns out Life, in Cage ſecluded, 
Virgins, then, in Time beware. 


SONG CCXXXV. 


HAT means fair Chloe's mournfu! Eyes, 


Thoſe Sighs that heave her Brealt ? 
Sure ſome curs'd Fate in Envy tries 
T' invade my Fair-one's Reſt. 
Oh! ſpeak, dear Nymph, declare the Cauſe 
Of to much anxious Pain; 
Methinks thoſe Tears pronounce the Loſs 
Of ſome dear lovely Swain. 


Thoſe blooming Cheeks, like Roſes dy'd, 
Thro' Sorrow ſeem to fade; 

Theſe Eyes the radiant Sun outvy'd 
O'ercaſt a gloomy Shade. 

Sooner than they ſhall cloſe with Grief, 
Or ae wear the Willow; | 

Kind Cid, ſend us both Relief, 
And bleſs me on her Pillow. 


SONG 
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(192 ) 
S O NG CCXXXVI. 


”A 


ARD Fate! to ſigh, to ſigh in vain, 
Deſpairing Hlbia cries, f 
Debarr'd the Freedom to complain 
But thro' a Lover's Eyes. 


And thoſe unguarded ever ſpeak, 
Betrayers of my Heart ; 

For, ah! our Wiles are all too weak 
Theſe to diſguiſe by Art. 

Thus hopeleſs muſt T e'er remain, 
Like Ghoſts about their Treature ; 

Till {poke to firſt, ne'er ſpeak again, 
Still wanting S:rephen's Leiſure. 


Dear, thoughtleſs Man, a Stranger to 
The Secret of this Breaſt, 

That's his, from Inclination truc, 
More conſtant that 'tis bleſt. 


There cou'd he fee, and conſcious know 
The Torments of Neglect ; 

T'hev ſoon wou'd. teach him how to ſtigew 
More Love, and more Reſpect. 


5-O NG CEXXX VII 


O T this blooming pril Seaſon 
Can relieve my aching, Heart; 
| Spite of all the Force of Reaton, 

| Still I at a frantic Part. 


( 193 ) 
As the Canker eats the Roles, 
And the ſpringing Green deſtroys ; 
So Deſpair my Reſt oppoſes, 
And confumes my riſing Joys. 


Ev'ry Valley, Field, and Mountain, 
Flow'ry Plain, and verdant Grove, 
Warbling Bird, and ſparkling Fountain, 

Minds me of my luckleſs Love: 


When the Coy vſlip I diſcover, 
Springing o'er the Primroſe fair ; 
Thee (I 9h) my gentle Love r! 
Wou'd have cropt to deck my Hair, 


if 1 ſadly ſi fit reflecting 

By ſome Hawthorn | blooming Tree, 
All my Sorrows recollecting, 

Love, 1 cry, reiembles thee : 


He all flow'ry can appear, 
To conceal his poiſon'd Dart; 

But the Wretch that truſts him near 
Graips a Thorn, and wounds the Heart. 


SONG CCXXXVIII. 


F every Sweet that glads the Spring, 
A Tribute to thy Charms I'll bring; 
I'll imitate the buſy Bee, 
To make a fragrant Crown for thee. 


When from the Plains we're chac'd away, 
By the fierce God that rules the Day; 

Il lead thee to the Shades and Streams, 
10 ſhield thee from his ſcorching Beams. 


And 
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( 194 ) 
And when to Reſt her Eyes incline, 
And Light, nor they, no longer ſhine ; 
The faireſt Fleece of every Sheep 
My Love ſhall preſs in peaceful Sleep. 


From all the Ills that Life invade, 

I'll guard the dear, the beauteous Maid; 
My tender faithful Care ſhall prove, 
None watch fo well as thoſe that love. 


SONG CCXXXIX. 


E Gods, I fooliſhly deny'd 
My Strephor's laſt Addreſs ; 


Provok'd, he now no more reply'd, 
But left me in Diſtreſs. 


Oh! Cupid, ſend your ſureſt Dart, 
And ſtraight command his Stay ; 

Let him once more but aſk my Heart, 
III never more ſay, Nay. 

Thus happy Moments oft we loſe, 

By ſome ill Fate inſpir'd; 

At once capriciouſſy refuſe 
The Thing we moſt admir'd; 

No more I'll blame Love's ruling Pow'r, 
Or curſe his juſt Decree ; 

was I that fix d th'unlucky Hour, 

And? twas confirm'd by me. 


SONG CCXL. 
The COQUETTE. 


T the Cloſe of the Day, 
When the Bean-flow'r and Hay 


Breath'd 


( 195 ) 
Breath'd Odours in every Wind 
Love enliven'd the Veins 
Of the Damſels and Swains, 
Each Glance and each Action was kind, 
Each Glance and each Action was kind, 


Melly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and ſat on each Knee, 
Fond Extaſy ſwam in her Eyes 
See, thy Mother is near, 
Hark! ſhe calls thee to hear 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 
What Age, Ec. 
Haſt thou ſeen the blith Dove 
Stretch her Neck to her Love, 
All gloſſy, with Purple and Gold ; 
If a Kits he obtain, 
She repeats it again, 
What follows you need not be told, 
What follows, c. 
Look ye, Mother, ſhe cry'd, 
You inſtruct me in Pride, | 
And Men by Good-manners are won ; 
She who trifles with all 
Is leſs likely to fall, 
Than ſhe who but trifles with one, 
Than ſhe, Ec. | 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, 
Leſt by ſudden Surprize | 
Love ſhould tingle in every Vein; 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 
And, when once you're a Wife, 
You ſafely may trifle again, 
You ſafely, Oc. 


( 196 ) 
Melly, ſmilling, reply'd, 
Then Pl foon be a Bride, 

Old Razer has Gold in his Cheft ; 
But I thought all you Wives 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, 

And trifled no more with the reſt, 

And trifled, N. 


8 0 N G CCXLI. 


ILL, fill, fill the Glaſs, 
Briſkly put it round 
Joyful News, at laſt, 
Let the Trumpets ſound, 


Join with lofty Strains 
Lovely Nymphs, jolly Swans ; 
Peace and Plenty ſhall again 
With Wealth be crown'd. 


Come, come, come, ſweet Peace, 
_ Thou moſt welcome Gueſt ; 
Let all Diſcord ceaſe, 

Harmony abound. 


SONG CCXLI. 
Ode to WIS DOM, by a Lach. 


HE ſolitary Bird of Night 
17 Thro' the thick Shades now wings his 
Flight, 
And quits his Time-ſhook Tow'r 
Where, ſhelter'd from the Blaze of Dos: 
In philoſophic Gloom he lay, 
Beneath his Iv y Bow'r. 


WW it ly 


( 197 ) 
With Joy J hear the ſolemn Sound, 
Which midnight Ecchoes waft around, 
And ſighing Gales repeat; 
Fav'rite of Pallas ! J attend, 
And, faithful to thy Summons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful Seat. 


She loves the cool, the ſilent Eve, 

Where no falſe Shews of Life deceive, 
Beneath the Lunar Ray; 

Here Folly drops each vain Diſguiſe, 

Nor ſport her gaily coloured Dyes, 
As in the Beam of Day. 

Oh! Pallas, Queen of ev'ry Art, 

That glads the Senſe, or mends the Heart, 
Bleſs'd Source of purer Joys! 

In ev'ry Form of Beauty bright, 

That captivates the mental Sight 
With Pleaſure and Surprize. 


To thy unſpotted Shrine I bow, 

Attend thy modeſt Suppliant's Vow, 
That breathes no wild Deſires ; 

But taught by thy unerring Rules, 

To ſhun the fruitleſs Wiſh of Fools, 
To nobler Views aſpires. 

Not Fortune's Gem, Ambition's Plume, 

Nor Cytherea's fading Bloom, . 
Be Objects of my Pray'r; 

Let Avarice, Vanity, and Pride, 

Thoſe envying glitt'ring Joys divide, 
The dull Rewards of Care. 

To me thy better Gift impart, 

Euch moral Beauty of the Heart, 


wh 
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By ſtudious Thoughts refin'd ; 
For Wealth, the Smiles of glad Content ; 
For Pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt Extent, 

An Empire o'er my Mind. 

When Fortune drops her gay Parade, 
When Pleaſure's tranſient Roſes fade, 

And wither in the Tomb; 
Unchang'd is thy immortal Prize, 

Thy ever verdant Lawrels riſe 
In undecaying Bloom. 


By thee protected, I defy 


The Coxcomb's Sneer, the ſtupid Lye 
Of Ignorance and Spite; 
Alike condemn the leaden Fool, 
And all the pointed Ridicule 
Of undiſcerning Wit. 


"From Envy, Hurry, Noiſe, and Strife, 


The dull Impertinence of Life, 
In thy Retreat I reſt; 
Purſue thee to the peaceful Groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred Spirit roves, 
In all thy Beauties dreſt. 


He bid 1//yſus' tuneful Stream 


Convey thy philoſophic Theme 
Of Perfect, Fair, and Good: 
Attentive Athens caught the Sound, 


And all her liſt'ning Sons around 
In awful Silence ſtood : 

Reclaim'd her wild, licentious Youth, 

Confeſs'd the potent Voice of Truth, 
And felt its juſt Controul; 

The Paſſions ceas'd their loud Alarms, 


And Virtue's moſt perſuaſive Charms 


- Ofer all their Senſes ſtole, 


( 199 ) 

Thy Breath inſpires the Poet's Song, 

The Patriot's free, unbiaſs'd Tongue, 
The Hero's gen'rous Strife; 

Thine are, Retirements, ſilent Joys, 


And all the ſweet engaging Ties 
Of ſtill, domeſtic I. fe. 


No more to fabled Names confin'd, 

To the ſupreme all-perfe&t Mind, 
My Thoughts direct their Flight; 

Wiſdom's the Gift, and all her Force 

From thee deriv'd, eternal Source 
Of intellectual Light. 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady Ray, 
To regulate my doubtful Way, 
Thro' Life's perplexing Road; 
The Miſts of Error to controul, 
And thro' its Gloom direct my Soul 
To happineſs and Good. 


Beneath her clear diſcerning Eye, 
The Viſionary Shadows fly 
Of Folly's painted Show ; 
She ſees thro' ev'ry fair Diſguiſe, 
That all, but Virtue's ſolid Joys, 
Are Vanity and Woe. 


SONG CCXLIII. 


6 there be, ye Powers above, 

Perc Happineſs, tis Love. 

Can Man know a greater Bliſs, 

Than the ſweet, the balmy Kiſs ; 

Soothing Looks, each grateful Smile, 

All that can the Heart beguile, 
All that can the Heart beguile ? 


(200) 

Why ſo often do I figh, 
Pine alone, yet know not why? 
Love has ſurely vanquiſh'd me, 
And makes me own his Deny ; . | 
Mild, as Queen of ſoft Deſires, e 
Is the Fair my Soul inſpires, 1 

Is the Fair my Soul inſpires. 0. 
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Wanton Cupid ſearch around CE © 
All Arcadia's verdant Ground ; es ei | 


Tell the Fair for her I figh ; 
Tell the Fair for her J die. 
Venus, Queen of fondeſt Love, 

To my Wich propitious prove, 
To my With propitious prove. 
God of Love, and pleaſing Charms, 

Give the Faireft to my Arms: 

You who ſighing Lovers aid, 

Warm with Love the lovely Maid; 

Only this I aſk of thee, 

Conquer her, as thou haſt me, 
Conquer her, as thou haſt me. 


SONG CCXLIV. ( 
N thy fair Banks, oh! Medzvay long, % 
A Youth his Sheep had fed; 1 
On thy fair Banks, his future Care, 


The tender Lambkins ftray'd: T 
Happy, had Fate detain'd at Home Li 
The ſimple Youth too fond+to roam. b. 
Happy, alas! 'till curious, late, | 
Ne liſten'd to the Tale; . 0 
Near Tunbridge ſalutary Springs, . 


What Beauties grace the Vale? 
| Beauties, 


(2010 
zeauties, that make the barren Soil 
And craggy Rocks of Tunbridge ſmile. 
He came, and Celia's dang'rous Charms 
Beheld with eager Gaze; 
So, round the Torch's elimm” ring Light, 
Th admiring Inſect plays ; ; 
Like that he gaz'd, and, in his Turn, 
He ſaw it ſhine, and felt it burn. 
Th unhappy Youth, by Love undone, 
By late Experience tound, 
That Celia's Scorn deny'd the Cure, 
Whoſe Eyes had giv'n the Wound , 
Helplefs and hopeleſs, pin'd away, 
In Tears by Night, and Sighs by Day. 


by Collin 's Fate. be warn'd to view 
The Fair, with cautious Eyes; 
This Place is Cupid's Empire Seat, 
And who can ſhun Surprize? 
since few can hope, and all muſt fear, 
Where Ningſley Mead and Byer appear 


£0 NG-COXLYV 


FEE from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks, with every pleaſing Art, 
10 caſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart. 


To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 

| To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 

Vhere thus to Muſic's Pow'r he thus addreſs 
his Prayers: 

Charming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh, 

Muſic ol! compoſe my- Anguith ! 


Every 


= — = 
1 * . * * _ E 
- es = - 5 
= 2 FF — n - 
3 n , =; 
| h * 


— 
N — * 


* 
0 
x 
1 
in 
1 
ö 
1 
iy 
Ee. 
£ 
j 
\ 
i 
£ 
4% 
N 
Þ 
+ 
1 
* 
, 4 
q 
#7 
— 
5 
4. 
9 
yy 
* 
{Ae} © 
4 
i 
4 
wo 
. 
. 
" 
- 
„ 
* 
2 
, 
* 
| 
„ 
» 
* 
"1 
+ 4 
44 


1 the oo he FEE LE 

— = - , * * r 
7 N W 

8 8 8 


— 
25 


_ ( 202 ) 
Every Paſſion yields to thee; 
Phebus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me, 
PII to ſprightlier Joys be free, 
III to ſprightlier Joys be free. 


Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain, 
He knew when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak, t'aſſwage an am'rous Pain, 
His own harmonious Art had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs now vain. 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice and fings : 


Sounds, tho? charming, can't relieve thee ; 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee, 
Muſic is the Voice of Love. 
If the fonder Maid believe thee, 
zoft, relenting, kind, conſenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remove, 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 


SONG CCXLVI. 


OW long, Eliza, muſt I languiſh, 
| And waſte my Soul in tender Anguiſh, 
How long thus drag out Life in vain ? 
Conſider Time is ſwiftly flying, 
Conſider ev'ry Day is dying, 

And never will return again, 
And never will return again. 


O! let not Pride, and fooliſh Faſhion, 


And too much Prudence ſtarve my Paſſion ; 
Conſul: 


the, 


6203) 
Conſult ſometimes the gen rous Breaſt; 
There is the Seat of real Pleaſure, 
There Love creates the nobleſt Treaſure ; 
Tis ſolid Wiſdom to be bleſt, 
'Tis ſolid Wiſdom to be bleſt. 


SONG CCXLVIL 


HILE in a Bow'r, with Beauty blefk, 
The lov'd, the lov'd Amintor lies; 

While, ſinking on Lucinda's Breaſt, 

He fondly kiſs'd her Eyes; 
Awakeful Nightingale who long 

Had mourn'd, had mourn'd within the Shade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaintive Song, 

And warbled tho' the Glade. 


Melodious Songſtreſs, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades, to Shades leſs happy go: 
Or, if thou wilt with us remain, 
Forbear thy tuneful Woe ! 
While in Lucinda's Arms I lie, 
To Song, to Song, I am am not free; 
On her ſoft Boſom while I die, 
[ Diſcord find in thee. 


SONG CCXLVIII 
ihe, ENCE, thou Deceiver, 


Never, ah! never 
Wilt thou return to thy Chloe again; 
Grown, in your Leiſure, 
Fond of new Pleaſure, 
* dome fairer Rival will laugh at my Pain, 


die. 
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( 204 
Ke. Dry up thoſe Showers, 
Sweeter than Flowers ; 
Look in the Fountain, and ſee thyſelf there; 
Where is the Creature, 
Throughout all Nature, 
Half ſo engaging, ſo ſweet, and fo fair ? 
She. Go you'll deceive me- 
No I'll believe thee 
Lean on my Breaſt, and thy Conſtancy 
{wear ; 
Shou'd you deceive me, 
Or ever leave me, 
Chloe would languiſh and die with Deſpair 
He. My ſweeteſt "Treaſure, 
5 Every Pleaſure, 
Every Charm in my CBlee I find; 
And all the Graces 
Of neweſt Faces, 
Call but my Chloe back into my Mind. 
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W HEN Chloe was by Damon ſeen, 


What Heart cou'd be unmov'd ? 
She look'd fo like the Cyprian Queen, 
He gaz'd, admir'd, and lov'd. 
He lov'd, alas! but lov'd in vain, 
And full of Grief and Care; 
He knew he never could obtain 
The lovely charming Fair. 
Chlze Geferv'd a better Swain, 
He not ſo fair a Bride; 
Yet {till he hugg'd the fatal Chain, 
He lov'd, deſpair'd and dy'd. 


(-205-)- 

Take Picy then, thou charming Maid, 
For Chloe's Caſe is thine ; 

dare not aſk, ſo much J dread, 
Muſt Damon's Fate be mine? 
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IND God of Sleep, ſince it mult be 
K That we reſign ſome Hours to thee ; 
[Invade me not, when the full Bowl 
Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul ; 
Then only I thy Aid implore, | 
When I can laugh, and drink no more ; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 

[ haſte to laugh, and drink again. 


But, oh! if, melting in my Arms, 

The Nymph, adorn'd with all her Charms, 
la pleaſing Dreams ſhould me ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 

Then prithee, gentle Slumber, ſtay, 
And flow, and ſlowly bring the Day; 

f Fancy can ſuch Bliſs beſtow, 
Who would not be deluded fo ? 
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can, contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
As Neftor us'd of Old; 
ry all your Skill to trim it up, 
And damaſk it round with Gold. 
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But when bright Virtue ſtands confeſt, 


With Mildneſs calms the peaceful Breaſt, 
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Make it ſo large, when fill'd with Punch, 
Up to the ſwelling Brim; | 
Vaſt Toaſts on the delicious Lake, 

(Like Ships at Sea) may ſwim. 

Carve me thereon a curling Vine, 

And add two lovely Boys ; 

Whoſe Limbs in am'rous Folds entwine, 

The Types of future Joys. 


Cupid and Bacchus my Gods are, 
May Love and Wine ſtill reign ; 

With Wine I waſh away my Care, 
And then to Love again. 
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HE Charms which Beauty blooming ſhewi 
In Fancy's heav'nly Fair, 

We to the Lilly and the Roſe, 
With *ſemblance apt compare; 

With *ſemblance apt, for ah! how ſoon, 
How ſoon they all decay? 

The Lilly droops, the Roſe is gong, 
And Beauty fades away. 


And Beauty, & 


With ſweet Diſcretion join'd ; 


And Wiſdom guides the Mind. 

When godlike Charms like theſe conſpxe 
Thy Perſon to approve; 

They kindle gen'rous chaſte Deſire, 
And everlaſting Love. 


And everlaſting, & 
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Oman, thoughtleſs, giddy Creature, 
Laughing, Idle, flatt'ring Thing; 
Moſt fantaſtic Work of Nature, 
Still, like Fancy, on the Wing. 


Slaves to every changing Paſſion, 
Loving, hating, in Extream ; 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh Fathion, 
And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream. 


Lovely Trifle! dear Illuſion ! 
Conqu'ring Weakneſs, wiſhed-for Pain; 
Man's chief Glory and Confuſion, 
Wi Of all Vanities moſt vain. | 


Thus deriding Beauty's Power, 
We will call it all a Cheat; 
But in leſs than half an Hour, 
Kneel and whine at Celia's Feet. 
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FF En, Plato, Ariſtotle, 

All were Lovers of the Bottle; 
Foets, Painters, and Muſicians, 
Cburchmen, Lawyers, and Phyſicians, 
All admire a pretty Laſs, 

All require a chearful Glaſs ; 

FEv'ry Pleaſure has it's Seaſon, 

Lore and Drinking are no Treaſon, 
Love and Drinking, Sc. | 
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USIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul, 
By Beauty Nature ſway'd ; | 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid; 


But here ther both appear, 
And PIE united try; 


Muſic enchants the liſt'ning Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye. 

Muſic enchants the liſt'ning Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye. 


What Cruelty theſe Powers to join? 
Theſe Tranſports who can bear ? 

O let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair. 

O let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair. 


